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Greenhousing 
38%" 
There are manifold ad- 


vantages to growing plants in 
a properly constructed green- 
house. For instance, you can ex- 
tend your growing season, which 
will enable you to achieve mul- 
tiple harvests and produce a 
much more potent plant. This 
month a veteran West Coast 
greenhouse grower shares his 
experience and know-how with 
HIGH TimEs readers. 


Kings with Straw Mats 
4 4 by Ira Cohen 
You thought Woodstock 


was far out? How about a festi- 
val held once every 12 years in 
India where 12 million pilgrims 
fall over each other to Bal he in 
the holy water at the confluence 
of three rivers (one of them in- 
visible) while gurus galore bury 
themselves alive and lift enor- 
mous weights with their penises. 
Welcome to the Kumbh Mela. 


“R's Sixth Annual 
62 Connoisseur Awards 
What with our Connois- 


seur so down lately on the qual- 
ity of cannabis, we seriously 
wondered whether hed be able 
to find any grass worthy of the 
coveted Herbie. In fact, in light 
of his recent declarations on 
marijuana abstinence and the 
salutory effects of prayer, we 
seriously wondered whether 
there would be any award cere- 
mony at all this year. Luckily— 
and at the last minute, too—our 
Connoisseur found something 
that changed his mind 


HIGH TIMES 


Grow Wild Mushrooms 
Forever With The 
Homestead Mushroomkit 


Seven years ago, the Homestead Book Company 
introduced the first Psilocybe Cubensis Mushroomkit. 
Since then thousands of people have learned the joys of 
cultivating your own mushrooms. 


Each Homestead Mushroomkit includes a lifetime 
supply of fertile spores and two pounds of our rich 
high-yield compost. You also receive supplies, reusable 
tools, and ten pages of instructions from Bob Harris’ book 
Growing Wild Mushrooms. 


Just published, The Mushroom 
Cultivator by Stamets and 
Chilton. A virtual encyclopedia for 
serious mushroom growers, with 
over 400 pages of detailed 
information and photos. 


TOLL-FREE ORDER LINE 800-426-6777 CREDIT 
CARDS ONLY. (except WA, AK, and HI). All others 
please call (206) 782-4532. 


HOMESTEAD BOOK COMPANY 
Serving You Since 1972. 


ee Sa TR 1 
5 Deluxe Psilocybe Cubensis | 
Mushroomkit 
© Jumbo Spore Prin | 
millions more . $25 | 
O THE MUSHROOM CULTIVATOR 1 
—Highly recommended ....... $20 
GROWING WILD MUSHROOMS — | 
-Simple guide .............. so | 
© PSILOCYBE MUSHROOMS & 
ALLIES. field guide .......... siz | 
Total Enclosed: — ! 
VISA MC Expires: i} 
‘Card Number: ——— I 
Signature: 
| 
Name: | 
(i I 
Washington residents add sales tax. Foreign | 
add 20% US Funds. Money Orders pro- | 
cessed fastest. Sold in fine stores, too. I 
“HOMESTEAD: ! 
BOOK:COMPANY I 
P.O. Box 31608 Seattle, Wa. 98103 | 
(206) 782-4532 | 
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965, Farmingdale, NY 11735. 


WHEN THE 
WORLD’S BEST GROWERS 
NEED A COMPLETE 


SYSTEM FOR: 


* MULTIPLE FLOWERING of Orchids, 
* COMPACT BRANCHING 


of Roses, 


* ENHANCED BUDDING Opaque 
* ENRICHED LEAF SPREAD for Violets asia 
thru concentrating CO, for accelerated growth 
crystal 
PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES clear 
when on 


HAS IT ALL! 


PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” GERMINATION KIT 
PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” COMBINED SOIL AND NUTRIENTS 
PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” LIVING LAMP SERIES 


hot air escapes 90 Day 
Photo 
MAXIMIZE CO, NATURALLY 


€0,—To increase CO, for enhanced 
lant growth, either 1. Seal the en- 
vironment & pump it in, or 2. Speed 
Up the air flow surrounding the leaf 
Temp.—233 watts of heat energy 
from the 6 flourescent lamps plus 
1 incandescent bulb heats up and 
crys the air. As the HOT AIR RISES 
‘ut, COOL AIR is drawn in. 


LIGHT — HOW CAN 233 watts 
be as efficient as 1000 watts? 


1. Plants always closer than 
3 inches from any 2 light 


WWSIDE | OUTSIDE] Soyeuse 
Air Speed | 15mph_| Omph 2. Total light reflection {rom 

y top, bottom and sides of unit 
Humility ans Hee saturates top and bottom of 
[emp [90° [70°] ai ieaves 
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INTENSITY FACTORS 

FERTILIZED SOIL = pi ys CAPACITY FACTORS 

1. Intensity factors (IF) are nutrients readily 

available to plants 

2. Capacity factors (CF) are nutvients locked 

up in soil/ier. particles 

Soil test results show the intensity factor and 


PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES combines lightwei 
(1% Ibs. per bushel) porous (100X more 
porous for root-oxygen exchange) SOIL that 
holds 20X its weight in H,0 with the nutrient 
formulae. Then tests for intensity factor (IF) and 
capacity factor (CF) for PERFECT BALANCE 
ACTUAL TEST RESULTS 


the capacity factor as a total number. A test io cA 

result could show very high total nutrients white i 

the plants are actually starving nna 73 13712 

45 days from seed NOS 08: 18 
P 119 12927 
K 134" 20207 
Calcum 7 $3807 
mi 


Unavailable 
CANNABINOID PROFILE OF MARIJUANA* 
THC is the psychoactive ingredient of marijuana 
CBD and CBN determine how THC is metabolized 
HIGH THC __psychoactivity is active, intense. 
LOW CBO — shorter 
LOW THC __psychoactivity is less intense, 
HIGH CBD — longer lasting 

__ The older the plant, the more 
HIGH CBN — “dopey” the etfect 
THC increases with high Phosphorus medium Nitrogen 
CBD increases with nigh Phosphorus high Nitrogen 


PNY 


ue Orchids | Roses | Violets 

ae wirogen tow | High | _ Mea 
Phosphorus | High High [High 

CBN KPotassium | Med low Low 


CAN YOU AFFORD NOT TO CALL US? 312 544-8008 

It you don't learn more about Please Send Me 

plant production than you ev + GERMINATION KIT ONLY 

knew before. we will pay you for * COMBINED SOIL. 

the call! AND NUTRIENTS ONLY 

PYRAPONIC IND. PO Box 1071 +» BOOKLET — "GROWING PLANTS 

MELROSE PARK, IL 60160 PYRAPONIMETRICLY"” $2.00 

“Cannabinois Profile and actual test results presented from unwersity Conducted research for Masters 
Thesis entitled Factors Controlling Resin Production and Plant Groweh". pertains to any plant 


IT MOVES! 


Patent #4,44,1145 


Brand X 

Light Machine 
Aqua Culture 
has one of the 
most functional 
reflectors 


THE ULTIMATE GROWING SYSTEM 
FULLY AUTOMATED 


mer, growing and reservoir tray, 
water spigot attachment, plant: 
food, starterblocks, hydroponic 
growing booklet, pH test kit, and 
and all necessary hardware and 
plumbing 


Satellite unit houses a 
70-gallon reservoir. 


‘Aqua Culture offers a complete 
plant food, especially formulated 
for hydroponic growing, 


A. Solar Shuttle (6' track and 5’ hanging chain] .$ 99.00 

Docare Sciaehintes ere eae ea.” 85.00 It you paid less you got less! 
8. DayStar lamp (1000-watt meal Pali ul, etecir, alist and 16 core). 298.00 

fun Switch, an additional 25.00 : 
C. DayStar retlector ..... 50.00 Call or write for more information: 
D: Solar Shuttle, DayStar lamp and 24-hour timer 398.00 
E. Hydroponic Power Unit . 249.00 
F. Hydroponic Satellite Unit... 135.00 Aqua Culture, one. 
a ee ed sa 

ree Solar Shuttles & DayStar lam : i i 

hie so suis 5 Os 1,895.00 America’s 1st Name in Indoor Growing Systems 


P.O. Box 26467, Tempe, Arizona 85282 


One Solar Shuttle, Da tar ia , 
si talk ee. 743.00 (602) 966-6429 


$783.00, now . 
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The Lazy Nickels 

Editor: 
I just found this piece of artwork 
in my closet. It dates back to '77. I 
thought you might like to take a look 
at it. Even better, I thought you'd like 
to publish it in your magazine, for at 
least a year—indefinitely, really. It 
doesn't give a name, address or phone 
number, anybody to contact. It's like 
it's a political statement. It should run 
for at least a year. But on second 
thought I'd say you'd better plan on 
running it all through the '80s, into the 
90s too—on to infinity. You can keep 
all the monies that come your way be- 
cause of it. That is how things are in 
the Nickels. You get your opportunity 
to join, you have your own sphere of 
influence. This is why it is important 
for HIGH TIMES to run it for nothing. 
How else is marijuana going to get 
liberated? The "Lazy Nickels” are 
what we call it, It is the name we use 
for people who enjoy dope. We need 
to make our name visible—the Lazy 
Nickels. We will be what NORML 
isn't—a mass movement. Think of it as 
a public-service announcement. You'll 
be doing your part for the revolution. 
—Evan M. Eyerick 

Address withheld 


Right on, and in the mag it goes—for a 
month at least.—Ed. 
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The Real Thing? 
Editor: 
There's only one problem with Dr. 
Woodford’s cokearoma [HIGH TIMES, 
March 84]: it doesn't smell like cocaine 
unless you are told it does. 

Asan acquaintance of the good 
doctor years ago (Hi, Jimmy'), I was 
given a sample of the aroma and, 
somewhat skeptical myself, took it 
around individually to the half-dozen 
or so people I knew who regularly 
abused or dealt cocaine. Without re- 
vealing to any of them what the stuff 
was supposed to be, I held it up to their 


respective noses. Not one person even 
vaguely recognized or responded to 
the scent. When I told them what it 
was, no one was impressed. Several 
argued that, to them, the stuff didn’t 
smell like cocaine at all. 

Whoever wrote the article appar- 
ently accepted the stuff at face value. 
Perhaps the author was swayed by Dr. 
Woodford’s subtle, persuasive, self- 
serving charm (as many of us have 
been), and let objectivity slide. Also, it 
is easy these days to get caught up in 
the false glamour of cocaine and the 
syndromes associated with it. Still, 
that's no excuse for your failure to 
point out an obvious flaw behind this 
entire phenomenon, the role that sug- 
gestion plays in the olfactory function. 
—Peggy Leggy 
‘Address withheld 


Your point about suggestion is well-taken, 
especially since you prove it so prettily 
yourself, To you, people can only “abuse” 
cocaine—unless maybe they're just “deal- 
ing" it—which communicates a distinctly 
hostile attitude on your part to the drug, 
and to the people who enjoy it. After 
youd communicated your suggestion to 
these people, no wonder they weren't 
impressed with the smell of the stuff. 

As for the charismatic Dr. Woodford, 
he says: ’I don't remember any Peggy 
Leggy offhand, though I probably ought 
to. All Ican figure is that she’s one of 
those overtechnological people who 
aren't making proper use of the super- 
sensitive olfactory neurons in the 
superior turbinates.’ —Ed. 


A Word from Down Under 


Editor: 
Here in Australia we have an anti- 
histamine which is sold over the 
counter to anyone from any chemist. 
‘The main ingredient is known as 
pheniramine. About 750-1200 milli- 
grams of this preparation produces 
severe hallucinations (comprised 
mostly of spiders). The drug produces 
a state that's worse than the worst case 
of the D:1's. The psychedelic episode 
is only for the strong, for this drug 
makes belladonna seem like a Bambi 
cartoon. I thought I would bring this 
to the attention of you Americans, 
as you have the same preparation in 
the States—but I can't reveal the 
brand name. 
—Penglis 

Sydney, Australia 


Actually, we have plenty of over-the- 
counter pheniramine nostrums here in 
the States. From the looks of it, the 
liveliest ought to be Triaminicol decon- 
gestant cough syrup, which besides 
pheniramine contains phenylpropanol- 
amine, pyrilamine, and the ever-popular 
synthetic opiate dextromethorphan. But 
yee, mate, ordinary people in this 
upper latitude don’t ordinarily like 
“deleriant” highs like pheniramine, 
which is one of the reasons it makes for 
such a top-notch antihistamine. Few 
ordinary people who ever take one-gram 
doses of this stuff, and wind up seeing 
and hearing things that aren't there, 

will ever willingly do it again. Still, 

if Lee ‘you Hypusie the antipodean 
night... —Ed 


Bugged 

Editor: 
Every month you only write about the 
human point of view, no matter what. 
When are you going to open up the 
magazine to the rest of us? 
—Gregor Samsa 

Traveling salesman 


First Gentleman Blues 
Editor: 
Though I know you don't do many 
political stories anymore, I just 
thought I'd remind you that we have a 
presidential election coming up in a 
little bit and it would really be a good 
thing if Ronald Reagan was defeated. 
In only one term he's managed to do 
serious damage to our country's 
domestic and foreign policy, not to 
mention bring the world closer to 
nuclear confrontation than it’s been in 
twenty-five years. And let's not forget 
about the 259 marines that were killed 
in Beirut—though the rest of the 
country seems to have. Ronald Reagan 
was responsible for every man that 
died over there—he said as much him- 
self. But for some strange reason most 
Americans have been unwilling to 
hold the president accountable for his 
actions. Whether it's appointing unfit 
candidates for high office, initiating 
patently unfair—and in some instances 
blatantly racist—legislation, alienating 
our European allies—whatever the 
situation, Ronald Reagan has escaped 
the consequences of all his crude, 
clumsy, Neanderthal policy decisions. 

/ continued on next page 
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LETTERS 


Reagan is a dangerous incompetent 
He’ a shallow man given to mouthing 
hollow slogans and catch phrases 
rather than thinking deeply about the 
issues. Four years ago, using his actor's 
bag of tricks, he deceived us into 
thinking that simple answers worked 
best and that all it took to be a great 
country was a will to outspend the 
Soviets in the arms race. Please let's 
not make the same mistake again. 
—John Doe 

‘Anytown, USA 


First Lady Blues 


Editor: 
I thought the photograph you ran in 
your June issue of our First Lady sit- 
ting on Mr. T's lap and kissing him 
on the head was really in bad taste 
considering the fact that Mr. T was no- 
where to be mentioned in. the accom- 
panying story. Taking on the Reagan 
team for their position on the issues is 
one thing, but any gratuitous malign- 
ing of the First Lady is to be deplored. 
I guess you thought you were being 
funny when you printed the picture 
in question, but take it from me, 
you weren't. 
—Richard L. Simpkin 

San Diego, Calif 


Latimer Praised Roundly 


Editor: 

A long time overdue, your June 
interview with your own Executive 
Almighty Editor Dean Latimer. I've 
been reading his stuff in HIGH TIMES 
for the past five years and the fact that 
this man has not been awarded a 
Pulitzer prize for journalism boggles 
my mind. His coverage of the mari- 
juana urinalysis issue alone should 
have won him that distinction. I 
would, though, like to take issue with 
one of the points he made in the inter- 
view, namely, that of pot becoming 
“unchic’ as a result of the Paraquat 
Panic of 1978. By 1978 young Repub- 
licans were smoking dope along with 
hip investment brokers and enlight- 
ened clergy. Exclusivity was gone, 
and a subculture that had previously 
defined itself pretty much by who 
turned on and who didn't had to estab- 
lish new criteria for recognizing the 
cognoscenti. In many cases, oddly 
enough, not smoking pot became one 
of the variables of this new criteria. 


Maybe it was out of sheer perversity, 
or embarrassment at the hippy-dippy 
fatuousness of the Love Generation, of 
which being high was a potent sym- 
bol—who knows. But I do think that, 
even without the paraquat scare, pot 
would have eventually become unhip. 
Anyway, thanks again for the inter- 
view with Dean and be sure you put 
him to work ona big story real soon. 
Who knows, maybe those old farts on 
the Pulitzer committee have started 
getting high too. 
—Jeff Miller 

Los Angeles, Calif, 


Latimer is currently working on a sure- 
fire Pulitzer prize winner. ‘I got a set of 
five-year-old Siamese twins I'm inter- 
viewing. Ones strung out on heroin and 
the other's recovering from cocaine 
addiction under Mark Gold at Fair Oaks 
in New Jersey. Those Pulitzer chumps 
ought t0 give me the prize two years 
running for this little opus,” Dean 

says smugly. —Ed. 


But the Bitterness Lingers 
Editor: 
When is "R" going to quit beating the 
indica horse to death? Asa "Gone to 
California Kentuckian,’ I can assure 
"R" that indica is, and will remain, the 
Northern California's drug of choice. 
We would not even consider smoking 
a lowergrade sativa because we have 
made the progressive evolution to 
higher-grade marijuana. Indica is 
grown here because it is the superior 
weed—there is no doubt. 

But further, I challenge "R's credi- 
bility. A person with a single digit IO 
can distinguish which pot gets him 
higher, so why is "R" wasting his time 
writing about such a subjective topic? 
Apparently he's just a street waif who 
can come up with nothing better to 
write about. And please, don't pro- 
claim sativa superior because JFK or 
Bob Marley smoked it. Abe Lincoln 
used a quill pen—is it therefore 
superior to a ball-point? 

I travel back to Kentucky and other 
points down South twice a year. I 
guarantee you, the majority of my 
friends there continue to be amazed 
with California indica because they, 
and the rest of the nation, have limited 
opportunities to experience such extra- 
ordinary pot. 

"R," in deference to you, maybe 

/ continued on page 15 
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iC 
coated bulb, 
«125,000 lumens. 


+18" Growhite | 
enamel reflector 
(6'x8" area) > 

+ Remote louvered ballast, 20 ft. 
UL lamp cord, 8 ft. power cord, 
hook, pre-wired, in-line plug 


Cylinders of Sunlight™ 


‘+ same spectrum as the sun 
+ patented ultra-violet 
+ twisted for more light 


Recommended by every lead! 
authority! ed 
For: seediing starts, side lighting, 
fow ceilings. 


‘Why Buy From Us? 


‘Applied Hydroponics has been the 
the indoor growing field 

Since 1877. Were the oldest and the 

gest. Time-tested and proven 

'$ of thousands of satisfied High 
Times buyers, our record speaks for 
itself. High quality and low price, 
Dacked by a full-year guarantee on all 
‘Our products, makes us the only. 
‘answer for those who want to grow 
‘their own, 


PRICE EA. Oty. 
$9.95 

- 199.95 
144.95 _ 


Hydropot Quad (7" x7” area) 
Hydrolite 250 (4” x4” area) 
Hydrolite Standard . 169.95 _ 
Hydrolite Super O24" C45"... 199.95 ___ 
1000 Watt HPS 289.95 .. Sale 264.95 __ 
400 Watt HPS 199.95 
480 Watt LPS -- 229.95 _ 
Cylinders of Sunlight, 6 - 48” .. 69.95 ___ 
Cylinders of Sunlight, 6 -96”.. 199.95 ___ 
Grounded Light Timer, 
Reg. 29.95... . Sale 19.95 ___ 
Nut. A 20-6-16,1 10/100 Gal. 12.00 
‘Nutr. 8 9-30-12,4 Ib./100 Gal. .. 13.00 __ 
SUB TOTAL 
California Res. add 6% Sales Tax 
TOTAL __ 
A hens shipped ight call in plan bots. FREE 


“TIMER ($29.95 value) when you order 
Inyoroponies and lighting 


MONEY ORDERS, CASHIERS CHECKS, AND 
CARD ORDERS SHIPPED IMMEDIATELY. aed 


VISA Cl 7 MCC Exp. Date 
f 


gare 


iy Sate7Zip 
psc! HYDROPONICS 


(800) 634-9999 « In CA (615) 459-7898 


HIGH TIMES says: “Thanks to its unique 
hydroponic system, the Hydropot just sits under 


> J \ees its light and pops out plants. No dirt, no manure, 
HYDR6POT no sweat. Each Hydropot unit is good for three 
Z to five husky plants. Grow twice as fast, get 


bigger yields.” 


We dare you to compare! 


HYDROLITE™ 
SUPER 


ian 


HH 


MS-1000 watt clear halide grow light. 125,000 lumens. 


The best! 


21" reflector. Our exclusive Sata-Lite™ alloy! Perfect 
reflection and smooth diffusion. Up to 30% better 
than enamel or polished aluminum. Adjustable & 
removable. Focus or spread light as plants grow. 
Covers 10’x 10’ area. 45” adjustable white enamel on 
request, same prices available. See catalog. 


Remote heavy steel louvered ballast cabinet. UL 
components. Watersafe. (Common ventilated ballasts 
are dangerous near water). 


Plus: Pre-wired with in-line plug (not wire-nuts). 20 ft. 


UL lamp cord, 8 ft. power cord, 5KV socket, built-on 
hook. 
AN ie 4 


MORE INDOOR GROWERS CHOOSE 
HYDROPOT™ SYSTEMS BECAUSE... 


* Professional flush system with heavy-duty pump and 
timer. Fully automated. One-plant drip set-ups can't 
compare. 

* Geolite™ Rock—retains perfect amount of nutrient 
solution and air between cycles, anchors plants, reusable, 
PH balanced! Prevents salt or bacteria buildups. 


HYDROPOT™ 
+ Nutrients —two specially blended formulas —A for 
growth, B for flowering —complete and balanced for 
greatest yield and potency. 
* Complete system with illustrated growing manual. 
Just add seeds and water. 


The Flowering Lights 
ADD FOR EXTRA FLOWERING 


HIGH PRESSURE SODIUM 
Reg. zee Sale °264.% 

= 1000 watt (140,000 lumens.) 

# 45” Gro.White enamel reflector. 

= Remote louvered ballast, 5KV socket, 20 
ft. UL lamp cord, 8 ft. power cord. 


400 watt HPS, 50,000 lumens, 18” reflector #199". 


NEW! LOW PRESSURE SODIUM 
‘Only 180 watts produces 33,000 lumens. 
Most efficient light in the world! 4 foot bulb. 
Wide light distribution. No heat! Pre-wired, 
Louvered ballast. For low ceilings, side 
lighting or any tight areas. 


ORDERS/FREE CATALOG 
Toll Free (800) 634-9999 
In California (415) 459-7898 


E=on) ee 
APPLIED 
HYDROPONICS 


150 Bellam Blvd. * Suite 300 
San Rafael, California 94901 


Visit our showroom Mon-Fri. 9-5 


FLASHES 


A catalog from a shop called 
Cape Ann Antiques, is it? 
Peabody, Massachusetts, eh? 
Well, I have to do something 
with all these miscellaneous 
20- and 50-dollar bills... Maybe 
buy some old whaler-captain 
gear: a storm lantern, a brace of 
harpoons, a sculptured figure- 
head, and wait for the price to 
appreciate or depreciate before 
I resell them. So let's see what 
these nice little old ladies in 
Peabody have for sale. 

The Hasheesh Eater? An 
original edition, inscribed by 
the author: “To Mary C. Osborne, 
from her loving brother, Fitz Hugh 
Ludlow, May 12, 1859." What? 
The Harvard Review, 1963: 
the very issue that had all the 
original dope essays by Leary, 
Alpert, Weil and Zinberg. I 
thought Harvard had burned 
the whole print run by now. Hey, 
looky here: The Reign of Law: 
A Tale of the Kentucky Hemp 
Fields, 1900, hardcover, good 
condition—now, there is a story 
I'd thought never got told, the 
history of industrial hemp in 
Kentucky. 


Ties HARE 
i 


VeDee 
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Way, Way Down Memory Lane 


They sell old drug bottles from the patent- 
medicine heyday, too, huh? Ow] Corn Remover: 
contained ether, alcohol and cannabis, did it? You 
rub it on your corns and set your feet on fire and 
snort the smoke! Wow! Kickapoo Indian Cough 
Cure, it says here, "is embossed on this six-inch- 
tall bottle whose company was founded by Nevada 
Ned Oliver, who became addicted to his Cocaine 
powder through nightly medicine-show demonstra- 
tions." A tragedy! Poor Ned! Gee, and they've got 
Mrs. Winslow’s whole notorious line of opium- 
sodden soothing syrups for cranky infants. Dr. 
Wistar’s Balsam of Wild Cherry: Is that the 
same Wistar who bred all the lab rats they use in 
dope experiments today? Mexican Mustang Lini- 
ment, sure. Dr, King’s New Discovery. I bet! 

Oh my, they even have old medicine bottles with 
the contents still in them, 78 years old. These nice 
little old ladies in Peabody have gone and bought 
up the entire lines of two different patent-medicine 
merchandisers: “Munyon's Medicines” and "Hum- 
phrey’s Medicines,” it seems. Wonder what Mun- 
yon's Nerve Cure—'Cures Nervous Exhaustion 
and General Debility'—was like? ("Nervous ex- 
haustion,” circa 1900, referred to too much jerking- 
off or screwing.) Then theres Munyon’s Diarrhea 
Cure: "Cures looseness of bowels, thin, watery, 
greenish, yellowish, bloody, mucous stools.” How 
long is the shelf-life of morphine, anyhow? Then 
there's Munyon’s Blood Cure: "Cures Syphilitic 
Afflictions.” Probably straight mercury, injectable 
up the urethra... 

And there's more: DeWitt's Little Early Risers, 
that's interesting. Neu-Rol Anti-Pain Pills, is it? 
What's wrong with pain? Parke Davis Adren- 
aline Chloride Solution: probably better'n speed, 
70 years ago. Bismuth Betanaphthol Powder: 


(UN, COCA LEAVES, ETO. 
© vaum REStSTRY Mum cm IS 38065 
founding pice the ra 


a precursor for betorphanol, pos- 
sibly? Chamberlain's Tablets: 
A Pleasant Physic, | bet not! 
Smith’s Compound Pi 
apple & Butternut Pills: Go 
directly to jail, Dr. Smith. Taps 
for Auto-Intoxication: I bet it 
only encouraged them. Wistar’s 
Pills again, eh? Well, Wistar 

had to start somewhere, right? 
Buckets Tablets: Lithium, 

etc, Take three and make out 
your will. 

My, my, and Cape Ann 
Antiques here (P.O. Box 3502, 
Peabody, MA 01960) invites 
drug-related antiques and 
collectibles from any era. 

Now, I've got some old Haight- 
Ashbury head posters from the 
‘60s rolled up in the attic. .. And I 
know a guy with a complete col- 
lection of East Village Others. 

Still got my original brass Oat 
Willie belt buckle from Austin, 
1974... There's money to be made 
here, by golly, and it's legal, too! 
Seems it becomes an “antique” as 
soon as the statutes of limitations 
run out.—DAL 


oA 


“This system gives the public an almost 
foolproof method of cultivation.’ 
—Ed Rosenthal 
Pat, Pend. simulates phytotron high energy plant 
conditions for the price.” 
—Ed Rosenthal 


With a VORTEX MICRO-CLIMATE you can grow is automatically injected into the VORTEX. chamber every 
from seed to a height of 62 feet in a mere 9 weeks, Branch- 30 minutes. It is possible to program from 3 to 20 timey the 
ing and vertical growth are under your control. Vortex amount found in nature. 
provides an ideal environment for growing —no insects. Automatically Controlled E eck 
predators and no bad weather VORTEX hydroponics are virtually maintenance free 
High Yields Root systems are constantly aerated and water levels are 

Metal halide lamps are automatically maintained 
mounted horizontally in With a foolproof gravity 
a full—sized, reflective VORTEX 1 AND VORTEX II fed reservoir system 
hood to maximize illu eNis ey ‘Once programed. your 
mination and eliminate MMMM VORTEN takes care of el 
any ‘dead’ lighting spots. ess COF tank and regulate sue +. $625.00 All you need do is keep 


You can ensure all of the VORTEX I1—6x6x744 fee pic feet, 1150 watts max. (110,000 the water and nutrient 
lumens), steel and aluminum constructio ably time—1h reservoir filled and raise 


light reaches the growing 
Complete (ess CO* tank and regulator)... see . meunimereticctve 


area by adjusting the 


hood height during Bath sens ate prewar rae are NASA white forthe unt hoodfor a perfect 
growth, from 1 to 74 feet. aetineer ee z eee s growing environment. 
So typically, the Fae SHES GEE COD CRE 

Se pica a HIGH PRESSURE SODIUM LAMPS FOR FLOWERING ONLY All components carry 
ORTEX 1, using only High pressure sodium for VORTEX 1 (30,000 lumens)... . . . $18: one full vear warranty 


500 watts, gives you High pressure sodium for VORTEX I] (140,000 lumens)... $ All Orders F.O.B. Salt 
double the yield of a Lake City, Utah 
standard 1,000 watt free 
tangle etal nalldels HIGH COUNTRY 
hydroponic system. 
Light cannot be used 

¢ Regulator, all brass. 2... ss ¢ 
efficiently by plants in the (Ge Ga ene nes tee a tere 
absence of CO#, so CO? *Cull for individual component pricing 


flowering lamp 


ACCESSORIES MICRO-CLIMATES, INC. 
CO? tank, 20 1b... fe Pe Saya Genes Box 1327, Salt Lake City 


Utah $4110-13: 
$01) 261-0552 


FLASHES 


“...sunk so low...” 


(From a recent edition of Newsservice 
magazine) 


High Friends in Places 
This is a belated note to tell you how | 


‘Newssservice 
with the sad state of HIGH TrMES. Isn't 
it a shame that HIGH TIMES has sunk 
so low. If I were assigned the job to 


days?—Ed. 


If I Can Just Touch the 
Hemp in Her Garment... 


Practical people those Thais. After those pungent fe- 
male buds are tied up and sent our way, they then 
take the male cannabis rejects and fashion clothing 
from the sturdier of the species. One such savvy 
seamstress is Diu, who lives about a stone's throw 
from the Golden Triangle. 

Diu makes hemp skirts (see right)—hand- 
woven, batiked and pleated. Her people of the 
Mong tribe have been doing this for what seems 
like eternity, but the news is that now you too 
can have your own custom-made marijuana 
garment. Interested parties can contact Diu's 
stateside agent, Paco Grande, at 17 Bleecker 
St., New York, NY 10012. The entirely hand- 
made skirt (including 1,000 pleats) goes for 
about $250, without resin. 
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The (001005 Bookstore 


How To Grow 
Marijuana Indoors 
—Under Lights 

by Mr Stevens 

Grow marivanaall year 
tong under lights with the 
help ofthis photofiled 
book. simple instructions 
from germinating seeds 0 
the properlighting. help 
the home grower have 3 
soccessulerop. HTB/S1 
$5.95 


Cocaine, the Mystique and the Reality 
by lol L Philips and Ronald D. Wynne, PhO. 

‘The most comprehensive book ever published on 
every pect of cocaine, including the results of over 
{Oo interviews with users, dealer, smuglers and law 
enforcement oficials HY8/20 $3.95 


Cannabis Alchemy: The Art 

of Modern Hashmaking Deluxe Edit 

by David Hoyle 

‘urn that mel old hag of dtchweed into some test 
method outlined inthis 

layman, with 


diagrams. HTB/13 $5.95 


Book of the Month 

The Sinsemilla Technique 

by kayo 

‘Writen forthe curious as well asthe experience, this 
technique tells how fewer pants in smaller pots ean 
Yield more cannabis of higher quality. The book 
Includes photographs and illustrations, HTB/30 $12.95 


‘The Mushroom 
Cultivator 

bby Paul Stamets 

and lelf Chilton 

For amateurs and 
professionals alike, a 
practical guide to growing 
mushrooms at home, 
Excellent illustrations, and 
how to abtain the needed 
‘equipment and supplies. 
Step by step directions for 
every procedure for 
Browing the mushrooms of 
Your choice. 415 pgs. 
HTB/97 $19.95 


Cultivator’s Handbook of Marijuana 

by Bill Drake 

‘The most up-to-date information forthe outdoor and 
indoor manjuana cultivator, with over 100 photo. 
sraphs, drawings, chags, maps and a special section on 
paychoactive tobacco, HTB/25 $10.95 


Licit & tlict Drugs 
by Edward M. Brecher 

The Consumers Union Report on narcotics, stimulants, 
depreseante, inhalants hallucinogens and manjana-— 
including cafene nicotine and alcohol, HTBIS4 $8.95. 


‘The Primo Plant 

‘by Mountain Gil 

‘Complete instructions for growing fine, organic 
sinsemilla matijuana, the seedless variety prized by 
connoisseurs for is exquisite high, HTB/23 $4.50 


Indoor Marijuana ‘‘orticulture 
by Jorge Cervantes 

Asimple, yet complete, written and pictorial descrip 
tion of basic gardening techniques used to grow the 
largest quantity of dynamite marijuana indoors. 
HTB/42 $8.95 


The Art and Science 

‘of Cooking with Cannabis 

by Adam Gottlieb 

More than just another collection of marijuana recipes, 
this book teaches the reader the nature of cannabis, 
hhow it combines with other foods and how its best 
assimilated bythe digestive wact. A must for anyone 
Serious about cooking with grass. HTB/14 $3.95 


Pipe Dreams 

by Don Raye 

‘An nside look atthe pleasures and hazards of freebase 
Cocaine. HTB/19 $12.00 


How to Build a 

Bigger and Better Hydroponic Garden 
by Ed sherman 

How to make a super garden that will grow anything. 
anywhere, fom scrap materials. HTB/27 $4.98 


Hydro-Story 

by Charles €. herman and Hap Brenizer 

How to grow the easy way, get big yields from litle 
{gardens in your backyard, patio, apartment, etc 
HTB/36 $4.95, 


How To Identify and 
Grow Psilocybin 
‘Mushrooms. 

by lute Stevens 

and Rich Gee 

This book tells how 10 
identity psilocybin a5 well 
as how to row them in 
your own home. Color 
Photographs make for an 
easy t0-fllow and 
informative book. HTB/38 
$6.95 


Growing for Growth 

Grow the most luxurious cannabis known to 
tman~learn the sctence ofan Herbal Oasis, Ths atest 
Intechnology can reap you 33--R. crop inonly a 
Sis area, Great for apartment dwellers From seed 
tomatre plants in 43 days, HTB/32 $7.95 


Snow Blind 

by Rober Sabbag 

Anall-out, nonstop, mind-otting journey through the 
‘aezting high-altitude world of 

cocaine smuggler. HTB/IB $3.50 


‘Mama Coca 

by Antonit 

‘Avwell-documented presentation of how wholesake 
‘dope movers and narcotics officals actively collaborate 
inthe international drug trade. HTB/21 $8.95 


How to Grow Herbs Hydropor 
compiled by Patrick Daniels 

‘Althe information you need to grow your favorite 
plants ina fraction ofthe time it takes with conven 
Tonal methods. HTB/S5 $5.95, 


ally 


Indoor Marijuana 
Cultivation 

by Muephy Stevens 
Simple directions and 
accompanying photo: 
itaphs make this book 
follow. Learn the best 
‘methods of growing mar 
livana indoors with lights 
HTB/40 53.95, 


Mail to: HiGH Times Bookstore, Box 1414, 
Ansonia Station, New York, NY 10023 


Please send me the books I have checked off. 
1am enclosing Dicheck Cimoney order 


HTB/13. . Cannabis Alchemy. . . Subtotal $. 
HTB/14. . Cooking with Cannabis. . ... 

HTB/18. .Snow Blind. ...... Sales tax NYS residents $. 
HTB/19. . Pipe Dreams. ...... 


"Coke: Mystique & Reality. 
HTB/21. .MamaCoke. . 


HTB/20. 


Add $1.75 shipping for each book $. 


~~ HTB/23. -The Primo Plant....... 22.20. .00.0+ 5 $4.50 Grand Total $. 
HTB/25. . Cultivator’s Handbook of Marijuana. $10.95 
HTB/27. . Hydroponic Garden Building.......... $4.95 


HTB/30. . Sinsemilla Technique. .............. $12.95 
HTB/32. . Growing for Growth ate $7.95 Name 


HTB/36. . Hydro-Story. ..... $4.95 
—____ HTB/37. . The Mushroom Cultivator... - $19.95 Address 
HTB/38. . Identify & Grow Psilocybin.... $6.95 
HTB/40. . Indoor Marijuana Cultivation.......... $3.95 City. State. ip. 
HTB/41. . Grow Marijuana Indoors/Lights........ . $5.95 
HTB/42. . Indoor Marijuana Horticulture. ....... $8.95. prices subject to change without notification 
HTB/44. .Licit &Ilicit Drugs. .. <e++ «$8.95 Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery, New York residents please atl applicable sales tax 


HTB/45. . Howto Grow Herbs Hydroponically, $5.95 Alaska, Hawaii, Canada & Foreign add $2.50 per book for postage and handling, 


WORLD’S FIRST 
INVISIBLE SIGNAL 


Use to: 
© Identify friend or foe # Locate a landing 
strip © Locate an aircraft ¢ Maintain ship to 
shore surveillance (ship-to-ship} © Track a 
vehicle © Keep cargo and packages within 
view. 
The miniature JVR 500 flashes an 
invisible beam that can be seen only 
with a special infrared viewer. The 
beam can even be adjusted to flash a 
coded signal 

Drop it ina coat pocket or store it in 
valuable cargo. Day or night 
through fog or smoke . .. no matter 
what the weather... the JVR 500 is 
visible to you and only you! 

Waterproof-weatherproof-works 
through clothes and materials 


Range Wireless Telephones and Lie Detection 


ANTI-BUGGING ANTI-WIRETAPPING CORP. 
633 Third ve. New York, NY 10017 (212) 697-8140 
WASH. DC (202)/659.3432 _ MIAMI(305) 358-4336 
WOUSTON (713) 781-0852 CHICAGO (372) 726-0898 
LOS ANGELES (213) 274-6256 


Send $50.00 for catalog and special 
report on protection against bugging 


and tapping. © 1963 
pesceeeneeseacensecaemese| 
H H 
1 ANTI-BUGGING ANTI-WIRETAPPING CORP. + 
1630 Third Ave. New York, NY 10017 


Enclosed s my $80 00 Please send your report to 


tame 


Basra 


ow sae a 
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~ rin 4% 
Blood Lust in the Temple 


The National Coalition on Television Violence has condemned this sum- 
mer's blockbuster movie hit, Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom, as being 
“extreme and gruesome.” The NCTV chairman Dr. Thomas Radecki, psy- 
chiatrist at the Illinois School of Medicine, found “particularly destructive" the 
film's displacement of the traditional Christian teaching of redemption through 
forgiveness with one of redemption through violence—in 70mm, no less: He 
was also kind of ticked off over 200-and-some-odd acts of violence in the film, 
“including explicit Satanic human sacrifice, gruesome evil including the dis- 
‘play of bloody human internal organs, the eating of live snakes, beetles, eye- 
ball soup and monkey brains for dessert, extreme gore with the heart ripped 
out of a man’s chest followed by his incineration in molten lava before he 
can die, the drinking of human blood, voodoo murder attempts. .." 

Yeah, and what about that great scene where the guy gets caught in a 
rock crusher and is squashed into a bloody smear. . .er, simply awful. 


ey 
Whos High 
Steven Rosen, who penned this month's feature on vegetarianism, himself a 
vegetarian for 12 years, was introduced to the vegetarian way of life through 
the International Society for Krishna Consciousness (ISKCON), of which he is 


a member. His forthcoming book, Food for the Spirit (Vegetarianism and the 
World Religions), will soon be published by Bala Books. Mr. Rosen is currently 


editor of The Journal of Vedic Heritage, a New York-based Hindu newspaper, 
and he is a frequent contributor to Vegetarian Times and Back to Godhead 
magazin 


LETTERS 


/ continued from page 8 
sativa gets you higher—so who gives a 
shit? Write something concrete, sub- 
stantial—were all tired of your pontifi- 
cations on indica vs. sativa. Those of 
us who smoke indica will continue. 
‘Those who havent will someday 
experience it while you are rotting on 
the ash heap of redundant journalism. 
—Kentucky Paul 

Address withheld 


Editor: 
It’s been a long time coming but "R" 
the Connoisseur has finally gotten 
around to showing some magnanimity 
towards the poor benighted indica 
smoker. His decision in his June 
column [Sativa Takes Title, Indica on 
the Ropes’] to lift his ban on indica 
and let the people decide will be met 
with hosannas from those of us whom 
he has so callously relegated to pariah 
status in the world of dopedom. Yes, 
that's right, I'm an indica smoker, and 
what's more, I'm not ashamed of it. 
And if, as "R” predicts, "The forces of 
an enlightened market work their will” 
and indica becomes wiped out, I will 
take to my backyard and grow my own. 

In closing I would like to say that this 
whole indica/sativa controversy has 
been one long nightmare for me and my 
family. Things have gotten toa point 
where sometimes I can't help feeling 
that my sativa-smoking brothers and 
sisters consider us indica smokers 
something less than human. But I can 
assure all of you that we are. 
—Name and address withheld 

(not because I'm ashamed of being 

an indica smoker, but for some 

other reason). 


Risky Business 

Editor: 
Not too long ago I took a vacation 
in Kailua-Kona, Hawaii. My main 
purpose was to soak up some rays and 
do some scuba diving, but while there 
T hoped to pick up a Z or two of good 
smoke. Although I had a few contacts 
on the island, they were all either out 
of town or out of smoke. I had a small 
amount of Northern Californian with 
me and a friend gave me about a 
quarter-ounce of what she described 
as “local ditchweed.” At the airport 
on the way home I had an experience 

/ continued on page 17 


An End to the Persecution... 


HEY U.S.! we maybe thrilless 


But we are SPILLESS 
BUY 1 GET 1 FREEx 


Piece Pipe Kits 
“NO Glue - NO Spills-NO Odor 
“Wood ash chamber 
“Two kinds of mouth pieces 
“Two size bowls 
“PATENTED spillprof design 
prevents blow throw 
“Comes completly apart 
SMU EUSUSIS  oecouecteeens ye sseasn4 
ye act now and when buy one pipe at ree: price and get one | 
the same size or smaller for FR il 
a8) $10.00 FREE 153000 FREE I 
| —— 12" $20.00 __ FREE ____ 23'"$40.00____ FREE t 
Plus $2.90 postage per pipe(D.C. res. 6% sales tax) } 
] 
i 


| NAME 
ADD 
city STATE_____ ZIP. 


| Ppa! and do not intend to use for illegal 


Piece Pipes Po Box Aces 
|Send to: Wettngtee De. 80 Brookland sta. | 


8 


OHAUS DIAL 0 GRAM 


Dial provides fast accurate 
weighing of up to 2,610 
grams. 


onaus tripe Beam sce =» SALE 19° 


Complete with carrying case reg. $219.00 
and extra weight set Attachment weight set & carrying 


case sold separatel 
SALE °139° : 
Send 2.00 for your Direct Source Catalog 
reg. $179.00 and receive a certificate towards your 
next purchase. 


DIRECT: "ss 


Card orders must include phone number. 


OURCEY 
oA ‘Add $5.75 Shipping & Handling. 
Ohio residents add 5.5% sales tax. 
Ds t0 70 Bos 543, Crone City, 08 43123 
‘Cail Toll FREE, 1{800)-848-1.408 


‘or in Ohio 14614}-871-1668 


Money Order 


HIGHTIMES 15 


SINSEMILLA TECHNIQUE by Koyo. [XESSaIoITEy MARIJUANA BOTANY by &.C. Clorke. 
Insightful description of the method and . IMoxijvone Botonyhos detoiled chopters, 
evolution of sinsemilla, Detailed de EAE on moriivana life-cycle, propagation 
Scrptions of elfects of sess, microcl [genchics ond breeding. maturation ond 
mates, hybridizing to. improve quality Rorvesting. Iv oddition, it hos detailed 
Yields. Presents inside information (rom EAMM oppendices ‘on environment ond po: 
Cultivators ond low enforcement off fig BWA tency, sex determination, cannabinoid 
ciols on concealment ond security. 134 ‘biosynthesis, ond growth ond flowering 
pages, with mony photos and illustra Clorke used information from govern 
Fons $1295 ment researchers and moster California 
growers. 220 pages. profusely illus 


MARIJUANA GROWER’S CULTIVATORS HANDBOOK OF sated. $10.85: 
GUIDE DELUXE EDITION, MARLUANA MARIJUANA REVISED EDTION by a A See 
SPIRAL BOUND Pacey Bin Broke’ Broke’ clowie Genvelng ick Trading Co. 
iMariuane lGrowert= Guide ie ICallslers Nerabcokes ctr chiel RorROK are 

by Mel Fronk ond Ed Rouen snd ipod i onan the mop san FRACS oa101 
This is the basic book from ess of growing the finest marijuena for [rite order on seporote sheet 


both the outdoor and indoor cultivator 8 Nome, 


which oll aber tests take of 2 283 poges wth over 100 photog 
Smallest” or lorgest _ scole Sweet (aR bones for UPS} 
grower. Sections on: indoor and outdoor cultivo: ————eeeeeeee 


Ciny/Stote/Zip 

ion, breeding, grafting, sinsemil ing, cur- | LOW TO. CRON THs INEST 

tion, breeding, grafting, lla, drying, cu MARLUANA INDOORS by Murphy 

ing, cannabis botony ond chemistry. Tells you BEE. Stevens. Murphy Stevens most detailed 

everything you need to know to grow crop after : Snolyasofmonvonaculiwetion Chock #0 Bill my MosterCord/Vio 

crop of the best, indoors or out. 350 pages, with {ull of information about lorge growing 8 Cord 

dramatic 16 page color section ond over 150 systems ond use of 1000 watt metal hol” 4 Expiration Dat 

black and white photos. Discloses secrets of mor ide lamps Chopters on sil, frtiizers, 4 Signatoee 

ter gross former. - $17.95 ise0ses, lighting, hydroponics. horves!. 4 add $2 postage & hondlin per order. Books willbe sen! th 

¢ ing, curing ond drying. 107 pages, 4? 4 Css, 10 alow 4 weeks for deivery. OR odd $4 bond 

pages of color photos Es ‘er order ond books wl be sipped U PS, for st clans mol 

19 P.O. bones) Collen residents odd 6% soles tox 


tcecesce ~Seee 


Tom enclosing, OCheck GMoney Order for8 


‘ INDOOR MARIJUANA 

HERE'S WHAT OUR READERS SAY: 5 tes, ALL PRODUCTS ARE SENT TO YOU IN A PLAIN BROWN, 
HORTICULTURE by Jorge Cervontes PACKAGE OUR MAILING UST IS COMPLETELY. CONF! 

3 IMH 1s the mos! modern book on indoor ENTIAL. WE DO NOT SELL OUR MAING UST! SAVE! 

Marijuono Grower's Guide is on extremely clear cultivation Waitten ofterinierviewswith Order $0 worth of books ond wobloe! $1 from your order. 

Soe so moron ntowact 92 Ne COO seccepted Senda 

Siders to Quick Trading Co, #.0. Box 477, San Froncinco, 


seresing soy on procical horalure, oy occes easoinen ot steers Wr the Nee eel 
ody ol single plon ot this igh level ol seriousness. os who hove been pioneering state-of the 
tne is thely 10 tind . Trclntsanon Cononteshos chopters CA 94101. Send St fer compere produc catalog which sve 
B SOKOLOV, NY Times Book Review Gm light ond electric. so ond con. Wied on he vs! order Foregn ond Conadin orders funds 
' ‘ e tomers, woter ond ferizer, ov Gis TO CHARGE BY PHONE CALL TOLL-FREE NATIONWIDE 
ve go! auite« few books on growing but none 19 com fas atesin er bras etc SrtNOn OF THONG COULTOHLEREE JAN 
pare on Necikials Grove © Creda oar bak fe ii. includes Coxe studies ot vee hypo Wee ae 
Filueat elearning areal ihahcal growng setups. 224, ages 
 DORBIN, address unknown mony chorts ond llestotions. -. BE9 


© Steve Cooper 1984 


THAT’S RIGHT! YOUR NAME IS 
KILN-FIRED AT 1,400°F IN 
PURE 24 KARAT GOLD 

ONTO THIS FINE IVORY CHINA MUG. 

c ee 

H Cet GALLERY 45 GROVE STREET NEW YORK, NY 10014 


Please send me mugs at $8.95 each or 2 mugs 
for $15.95, plus $1.50 each for shipping & handling. 
Enclosed is my check or money order for $. 

(N.Y. residents add 81% % sales tax). Allow 4-6 weeks 
delivery. PRINT names separately and attach to coupon. 


oct a tae | 


fees ete sea 


NAME = 
ADDRESS. —— = 
9 OZ CAPACITY 
GREEN LEAF MOTIF cry — STATE__ZIP. 
O Please start my free subscription to your Newsletter. 
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LETTERS 


/ continued from page 15 
that I thought your readers would be 
interested in. 

I arrived at Hilo airport about two 
hours before the flight. There were 
two large bags which I was checking, 
and two small ones which I was going 
to carry on. The quarter-ounce was in 
a toilet kit in one of the carry-ons. Not 
in plain sight, but not that well-hidden 
either. I brought the two large bags 
over to the airline counter. They 
waved me over to an "Agriculture 
check station." This was manned by 
two uniformed U.S. Customs service 
men who asked me if I had any fruit 
or plant products, while feeling the 
sides of my bags. They did not open 
them. They then waved me on to the 
baggage check-in after asking me to 
stop there with my hand luggage. I 
asked the two women there, "What 
were the Customs men looking for, 
fruit or pot?” In the same breath one 
said fruit, and the other said pot. Then 
one of them hesitated and told me that 
there was no need to look for pot 
‘cause if I had any the dogs in the 
back would find it. Hmmmmm. 

About an hour after leaving my 
bags, I came back into the check-in 
area through a different entrance, and 
did not pass the Customs counter. I 
went through an X-ray checkpoint 
and sat down to wait for the plane. 
‘When it was called, I lined up and 
found another Customs man looking 
at hand luggage, most of which had 
‘small yellow tags. The tagged bags 
were waved right through to the gate. 
But my bags were not tagged. When I 
got to him, he asked if my bags had 
been inspected. I said yes (neglecting 
to mention that it was an X-ray rather 
than a Customs inspection). He asked 
if [had any fruit, I said no. I started to 
get the impression that he was about 
to look in the bag, so I held it out to 
him and said, "Here, look for your- 
self." This disarmed him and he 
waved me on. End of story. 

—L.A. Toker 
Los Angeles, Calif 


Dateline: Bill Levy 
Editor: 
Congrats on going international—I 
mean adding Bill Levy as your Euro- 
pean correspondent. I've read the two 
previous articles he's published in 
your magazine and found them both, 
to paraphrase that ol’ Roman scamp 


Horace, pleasing and instructive. I 
liked the column “Monarch Mania" 
{HIGH Tiss, June '84] too. I would 
appreciate it, though, if Levy turned 
his talents to giving us more of the tex- 
ture of everyday life in Europe. You 
know, little vignettes of what it's like 
to live side by side to all those Pershing 
missiles and just seconds from the 
reach of the Soviet's SS-20s. Also, the 
music scene in London and Paris, 
what movies are big over there, which 
writers—coverage like that would be, 
well, worth your cover price, for one 
thing. Here's hoping. 
—Daniel E. 

Fort Worth, Tex. 


It's a Dirty Job... 

Editor: 
When are you going to get with it and 
quit writing so goddamn much about 
pot? Pot, pot, pot. That's all I read 
about in your magazine. Why pot is 
good, why people who say pot is not 
good are bad, how to smoke pot, how 
to grow pot, how to cook with pot and 
brew beer, tea and wine from pot. 
How to make your pot stronger, more 
mild, keep longer, smell better, taste 
sweeter. Why it’s good to wash with 
pot, wipe your ass with pot and plug 
your nostrils up with pot when you 
have a cold. Why pot can make you 
feel sexy, think clearer, increase your 
appetite and put you in touch with the 
Master Spirit of the universe. How pot 
makes your hair grow thicker, your 
skin stay clearer and keeps your 
bowels regular. How if everybody in 
the world smoked pot there would be 
no wars, no famine, no repression, no 
bad times, period. Why pot can make 
blind people see, and how it can 
unclog drains and when mulched into 
a paste how it keeps things stuck 
together forever. How you can build 
your own house made of pot, and con- 
vert it to gasoline and use it in your 
car or mix it with a little milk for an 
unbeatable breakfast cereal. 

When are you going to stop beating 
this poor weed to death? 
—J. Dranch 

Address withheld 


Excuse us, Mr. Dranch, but we've 
checked our back issues three times and 
we've never printed an article on how 
you can build your own house made out 
of pot. It will, though, be in next months 
issue. Thanks for the tip. Ed 


GROWING 
YOUR OWN? 


THE GROWERS CHOICE... 
MS 1000 Super Halide Bulb 
(125,000 Lumens) 
Deloxe Porcelain Enamel Hood 
Enclosed Remote Ventiater 
Professional Quality Thi 


SUPERIOR GROWERS SUPPLY, inc. 
0. 80x 1325 
MICHIGAN 48823 
FREE CATALOGUE 
ONE YEAR PARTS & LABOR GUARANTEE 
‘Most Orders Shipped in 24 Hours 


REACH THE 
AWARE 
GENERATION 


With the 1983 Alternative Press 
Syndicate Directory! Containing listings 
for nearly 200 alternative publications 
from around the world 

YES! Send me the 1983 

‘APS DIRECTORY 

Enclosed is $5, plus $1 postage and 
handling (Overseas and Canada add $1) 
Name 

Address 

Cy 
Make check or money order payable to 
APS. P.0. Box 1347, Ansonia Station, 
New York, NY 10023 
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FOR JUST SIX CENTS A DAY YOU CAN 
PUT POLLY POT BACK TO WORK 


= i | ——! 


iy 


Forced to flee her native land when the 
Khmer Rouge began their bloody reign 
of terror, Polly Pot sought refuge in the 
HIGH TIMES Subscription Department. 
We took her in, pledging our undying 


Yes! I want to keep Polly from 
being sent back to Cambodia. 


HIGH TIMES SUBSCRIPTIONS 
P.O. BOX 965, FARMINGDALE, NY 11735. 


5 United States Canada & Foreign 
support for as long as she was cost effective. 1 Year (12 issues) $24.50 1 Year (12 issues) $30.50 
But, through no fault of her own, Polly Pot 2 Years (24 issues) $44.50 2 Years (24 issues) $56. 


is in danger of losing her job. Skyrocketing 
newsstand sales have compelled us to 
reapportion personnel in light of a distorted 


| HAVE ENCLOSED A CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. 


distribution ratio. Now only you can help. Nee 
By becoming a subscriber to HIGH TIMES | Address 
you will not only secure for yourself the on as = 


world’s most exciting magazine, but a 
bright future for Polly as well. 


PLEASE PAY IN U.S. FUNDS — ALLOW 6-8 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY 


WOMEN WHO WILL DO ANYTHING FOR COCAINE 


SEE PAGE 23 
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COLOMBIAN ASSASSINATION 
SHAKES UP DOPE TRAFFIC 


B ° G ° 7 A 


by Julio Restrepo 


4 Re 19-YEAR-OLD. MOTORCY- 
cle wheelman who assisted 
in the murder of drugbusting Co- 
lombian justice minister Rodrigo 
Lara Bonilla last spring recalled 
for the press that he was paid 
$20,000 for his part in the hit, but 
that’s all he knew for sure. Lara 
Bonilla’ limousine turned onto a 
quiet residential street in north 
Bogota that day, the last day in 
April, and encountered a large 
automobile blocking the middle 
of the street. Before the chauf- 
feur could get into reverse, a 
motorcycle zipped up behind 
them, and a man riding pillion on 
it blew out the back window of 
the limousine with automatic 
rifle fire, spreading the 37-year- 


old justice minister's insides lib- 
erally throughout the limo’s in- 


Lara Bonilla, Colombia’s top cop, kept mos 
files in his head. 


of his drug-ring 


terior. 

It was a pinpoint hit. None of Lara Bonilla’s bodyguard: 
killed, and they chased down the murderer within blocks, and blew 
him dead off the bike. The teenaged wheelman survived, just bare- 
ly, and was rushed to a hospital, where newsmen got to grill him 
briefly. Bloody, in shock, and awaiting momentary transport to 
prison, the kid could only recall that he'd been paid $20,000 out front 
for the job, by parties unknown to him. His rap sheet showed that 
nerely a typical apprentice hoodlum, the sort of punk 
who hires himself out for quick money without asking any questions. 

A cool, efficient investigator would be required to find out e 
ly who was behind thi tion, but unfortunately, the gov- 
ernment's top sleuth had been the designated victim of it: Rodrigo 
Lara Bonilla was the hand-picked avenging angel of Colombian 


was 


president Belisario Betancur, commissioned expressly to root up 
the central movers in the nation's multi-billion-dollar dope trad 
Lara Bonilla-had worked obsessively at the job since Betan 
installment in April 1982, and by this time had do: 
everyone at the top of the narco industry: busines 
of industry and banking, politicians of every persu: 
stituency, celebrities and landed gentry. He knew their nam 
stories, and moreover, he knew who many of their connections 
were in the United States and Europe. A lot of it was so explosive 
that Lara Bonilla kept it strictly in his head, so that whoever engi- 
neered his 30 April murder succeeded in wiping a great deal of un- 
transcribed evidence forever from the public record: 

To say that the government responded ferocious 


would be 
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an understatement. The very next night 
President Betancur went on national tele- 
vision to declare an all-out state of siege. 
“We are unleashing 2 war without quarter 
against the crooks that sow terror in the 
Cities, the countryside and towns,” roared 
Betancur, normally a notably unemotional, 


Red Scare or Dope Scare? 


‘The notion that Colombia's evil narcotrafi- 
cantes work hand-in-glove with Colombia 
various armed Communist factions is perpe- 
tually satisfying to North American political 
commentators; but to anyone even remotely 


Rio Madeira 


9 
© Tranquilandia 


COLOMBIA... 
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BRAZIL 


BOLIVIA 
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>, 


The Amazon watershed is dopedom’s forthcoming number-one hot spot. 


‘soft-spoken politician. He admonished “the 
unwise, the recalcitrant, the proclaimed 
public enemies” that Colombia was about to 
“recover its national dignity that has been 
trampled by drug traffickers, giving us a 
black image throughout the world.” Getting 
down to specifics, he proclaimed that all 
public meetings would be banned for the 
foreseeable future, and that military courts 
would be in charge of trying serious crimes 
like dope trafficking, and that no bail would 
be accorded for such alleged offenses. Then 
he went further, and decreed that a tough 
international extradition policy, signed 
between Betancur and U.S. president Ron- 
ald Reagan in 1982, was now going into 
effect. 

For Betancur this was a politically risky 
and rather distasteful business. Since his 
election two years ago, Betancur had loudly 
manifested a resolution to run the country 
without resort to martial law, and had wield- 
ed exceptional foresight and diplomacy in 
dealing with the nation’s troublesome, but 
ever-popular, left-wing “revolutionary” 
fringe. The outrageous murder of Lara Bo- 
nilla, however, was a sure sign that the 
narcotraficante gangs were wielding even 
more power, with even less responsibility, 
than the domestic Red factions ever had. 
The mafias, as they're called here, urgently 
needed to be curbed by quick, nasty military 
action, but could Betancur do this without 
tuining his tentative dialogue with Colom- 
bia’s homegrown Communists? 


familiar with the realities of dope trafficking 
and politics anywhere in South America, the 
notion is ludicrous. The established mafia 
families who preside over the exportation of 
marijuana and cocaine from the country are 
landowning families whose sons and daugh- 
ters have learned how to exploit the insatia- 
ble norteamericano appetite for coke and 
smoke. Such people are temperamentally in- 
disposed toward such basic Socialist con- 
cepts as the equitable redistribution of 
wealth and the annulment of hereditary 
privilege. Cocaine jefe Pablo Escobar Ga- 
virio, just before the new crackdown drove 
him out of the country, told a reporter pre- 
cisely how he felt about such matters: “Iam. 
amanof investments, and therefore Icannot 
be in agreement with guerrillas who are ene- 
mies of private property,” Escobar, 33, said 
gravely. 

As for the guerrillas themselves, there are 
only 12,000 of them currently under arms in 
the whole country nowadays, holding down 
20-some tiny “enclaves” scattered through- 
out the Andes and the desolate Amazonian 
provinces to the south. Like the marijuana 
growers and cocaine refiners, they prefer to 
inhabit territory in which the Bogota gov- 
ernment has minimal interest, and hence, 
minimal presence. A conservative politician 
diagnosed it thusly: “They are both clandes- 
tine groups operating on the same territory 
against the same enemy and with the same 
methods, but they are not natural friends.” 

The dope movers and the Reds are con- 


tinually at each other's throats, in fact, and 
bloodshed frequently ensues between them. 
The Reds make a practice of extorting “war 
taxes” from everyone in the boondocks, in- 
cluding the dope movers, and if payments 
fall short, well—in 1981, the daughter of a 
prominent Atlantic Coast mafioso was kid- 
napped by guerrillas for nonpayment, and 
came to a foul end before the ransom could 
be straightened out. In response, a coalition 
of mafia families set up a permanent South 
American political death squad—‘Muerte a 
los Sequestadores” or “Death to Kidnap- 
pers,” it's called—to “disappear” and torture 
to death notable leftist sympathizers. This is 
all a matter of copious newspaper and judicial 
record down here, but the Ronald Reagan 
State Department can always depend on 
American foreign correspondents to report 
strictly what the U.S. Embassy feeds them. 
When the Colombian army raided a veri- 
table industrial cocaine park near Tranqui: 
landia last March, over on the eastern water- 
shed of the Cordillera Oriental, and tuned 
up eleven tons of pure coke there, it was pat- 
ently irresistible for the Americans to 
impose a Red Menace on the spot. The 
‘Tranquilandia operation consisted of no less 
than 14 cocaine-refining labs strung along 
the headsprings of the Caqueta river in the 
Yari jungle, outfitted with plentiful lab gear, 
chemical stocks, planes, helicopters, trucks 
and tractors—an operation so grand and 
spectacular that it was recognizable, sup- 
posedly, to the radar-outfitted American 
military spook plane which is rumored to 
have discovered it in the first place. In any 
case, when the army moved in on the opera- 
tion in early March, two large planeloads of 
principals lifted out of the local bush strip 
just in advance of the troops, and 40 bottom- 
level personnel peaceably gave themselves 
up, along with 25,300 pounds of surgical- 
quality toot. 
And then someone—whether Colombian 
/ continued on page 24 
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REGNANT WOMEN WHO 

drink alcohol, or who take 
any of awidevariety ofprescrip- 
tion “neuroleptic” drugs, may 
be directly influencing the sex- 
ual behavior that will be ex- 
pressed by their children after 
they are fully grown, new lab 
research tentatively indicates. 
Researchers at UCLA and the 
State University of NewYork at 
Buffalo recently published in 
‘Science magazine the results of 


lab-at experiments indicating, 


that animals which are exposed 
to these drugs during fetal de- 
velopment behave differently, 
after achieving maturity, from 
animals born todrug-free moth- 
ers. Whilethe offspringare fully 
maleor female, inananatomical 
sense, that is, and even though 
they may be capable of normal 
mating and reproductive func- 
tions, the males of the drug- 
treated mothers behave less 
“masculinely” than drug-free 
control rats, and females be- 
have less “femininely.” 

Statistically, normal adult 
female rats like the taste of sac- 
charin a great deal more than 
male rats do, rese «rchers have 
Imown for years. Female rats 
also typically take longer than 
malerats to learn how tonegoti- 
ate standard maze designs, re- 
quiring more trials before they 
learn them perfectly. Although 
neither of these behaviors is 
directly linked to copulative or 
reproductive functions, they 
serve as a reliable way to mea- 
sure the “masculinity” or “fem- 
ininity” ofthe behavior patterns 
of individual animals 

Researchers from the UCLA, 
psychiatry and biobehavioral 
research divisions, led by Dr. 
Robert McGivernthere, report- 
ed in the 26 May 1984 issue of 
Science that they had measured 
the saccharin preference and 
learningbehaviorsofadult 
male and female rats which had 
been exposed to alcohol during 
prenatal development, andcom- 
pared them with the control 
groupsofratsnot soexposed. All 
the animals were provided, as 
three-month-oldadults, withtwo 
water bottles in their cages— 
one containing pure tap water, 
and the other spiked with sac- 
charin at different levels—and 
the rate at which they drank 
from the saccharin solution was 
measured closely. 

‘As expected, the untreated 


DRUGS & ALCOHOL 
ALTER SEX ROLES 
OVER LONG TERM 


NE W re) 


Ko cle ey 


female adults dranka great deal 
of the sweetened water, while 
untreated males drank very lit- 
tle. Female rats whose mothers 
had imbibed a good deal of alco- 
hol every day through pregnan- 
cy, though (13.9 grams of alco- 
holper kilogram of the mother's 
body weight every day), drank 
a good deal less sweetened wa- 
ter than control females, and 
thus exhibited notably “defem- 
inized” behavior in this respect 
of saccharin preference. Con- 
trariwise, male rats from treat- 
ed mothers drank more sweet- 
ened water than control-group 
males, showing “demasculin- 
ized” behavior. 


much more than control males, 
and they also took significantly 
longer to learn the same stan- 
dard mazes. By contrast, fe- 
males of alcohol-treated moth- 
ers showed no particular prefer- 
ence for saccharin, nor any spe- 
cial difficulty with the mazes. In 
fact, the male offspring and 
female offspring of alcohol- 
treated mothers showed no dif- 
ferences at all between each 
other in respect to saccharin 
preference or maze learning. It 
wasas though exposure toalco- 
hol during gestation had some- 
how canceled out these subtle 
differences in sexual behavior 
between the males and the fe- 


Demasculinized males,defeminized femates:drug-induced equality? 


Wide World 


‘The researchers then sought 
tozeroinonthe particular phase 
of pregnancy at which fetal rats 
may be most susceptible to the 
long-range effects of alcohol on 
their expression, as adults, of 
these sexually “dimorphic” be- 
haviors. Offspring frommothers 
whod been fed alcohol during 
only the last two weeks of ges- 
tation (roughly equivalent to 
the last three months of human 
gestation) were tested for sac- 
charin preference against con- 
trol rats, and were also put 
through standard. Lashler IIT 
mazes until they learned them 
perfectly. Once again, the con- 
trol females liked saccharin 


males. 

The researchers noted 
their report that human women 
drinking “moderate to high 
levels of alcohol during preg- 
nancy” have been seen, statisti 
cally, to bear children who show 
“a variety of, behavioral and 
learning problems.” While it's 
still impossible to say if these 
taste preferences and learning 
patterns observed in rats have 
any correlation to specific hu- 
man behaviors, these scientists 
suggest that their observations 
indicate “a long-term influence 
of prenatal alcohol exposure on 
both males and females.” 

The precise means by which 


alcohol produces these long- 
term effects on fetal organisms 
has yet to be investigated, but 
the UCLA researcherssay they 
believe it may have to do with 
some alcohol-induced derange- 
ment of the way the body meta- 
bolizes “androgenic” hormones, 
like testosterone, throughout 
life. Their data also indicate 
that this behavioral “demascu- 
linization” may be associated 
with unusually low testicular- 
hormone production seen inthe 
male offspring of alcohol-treat- 
ed mothers; and the “defemin- 
ization” may beassociated with 
the unusually increased size of 
adrenal glands seen in both 
male and female offspring of 
treated mothers. 

Pregnant-rat studies with 
“depressant” drugs other than 
alcohol, undertaken at the State 
University of New Yorkat Stony 
Brook, may indicate a some- 
what different method of action, 
however. In the 1 June 1984 
issue of Science, Dr. Elaine Hull 
of SUNY Buffalo reported that 
the classic neuroleptic drug, 
haloperidol, also impairs the ex- 
pression of sexually dimorphic 
behaviors in the adult offspring 
of rat mothers exposed to the 
drug during gestation. Pre- 
scribed widely for thetreatment 
of chronic anxiety and depres- 
sive disorders, haloperidol 
(Haldol® , McNeil Pharmaceu- 
ticals) works by inhibiting the 
binding of the “androgenic” 
nerve-hormone dopamine to 
the synapses of nerve cells in 
certain parts of the brain. Once 
it was determined that haloper- 
idol had a defeminizing effect 
on female offspring of treated 
mothers, andademasculinizing 
effect on their male offspring, 
the researchers tested two 
other drug preparations—apo- 
morphine and alpha methyl-p- 
tyrosine—which also “antago- 
nize” dopamine function in the 
nervous system, but by slightly 
different actions. Since both 
drugs had the same long-term 
effects on treated rat offspring 
as haloperidol, it may now be 
suggested that any drug which 
inhibits dopamine function in 
sebrain—like theanti 
drug chlorpromazine 
(Thorazine® , Smith Kline & 
French), for example—may 
have the same liabilities for the 
children of pregnant women 
who take these drugs. 
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SPAIN DRUMS UP DOPE SCARE 


MALAG 


A, SPAIN 


AST YEAR THE GOVERN- 

ment relaxed some of the 
laws against personal posses- 
sion of soft drugs, and this year, 
the conservative political oppo- 
sition is crediting that decision 
for every burglary and assault 
that has occurred in the interim. 
Ledbypolitician Manuel Fraga, 
the right wing is currently 
blaming the Socialist adminis- 
tration’s “prodrug” policies for 
every single unpleasantness 
and scandal that makes news. 
Even Foreign Minister Jose 
Barrionuevo's proud report last 
spring that his Customs narcs 
had seized more heroin and co- 
caine than any other country in 
Europe was cited by the right- 
istsasproofofthe government's 
prodrug iniquity; this rise in the 
border seizures of smack and 
coke, they insist, is proof that 
dope gangsters now consider 
Spain easy pickings, because 
they partially decriminalized 
marijuana last year. 

Statistical indications that 
Spain has possibly the lowest 
incidence of drug consumption 
in the civilized West—there are 
only 80,000 estimated heroin 


addicts in the whole country, 
and exactly 110 people in Spain 
died of overdoses in 1983— 
stand for nothing in the conser- 
vative media. The influential 
magazine A.B.C. this year be- 
gan soliciting and publishing, in 
a regular series, gory first-per- 
son stories from crime victims, 
accompanied by much rabid 
“antinarcotics” editorializing: 


They tried to rob a bank, were 
forced to take hostages when 
they were caught, and then ran- 
somed the hostages fora couple 
last fixes of heroin before they 
went to jail. (They were given 
pure synthetic Demerol instead, 
and one overdosed dead on it.) 
Inaddition, last year the Amer- 
ican DEA tracked Sicilian hero- 
in capo Gaetano Badalamenti to 


Maryuana decrim has 
touched off a grandiose 
antidope binge in 
Spanish tabloids. 


“We warned from the begin- 
ning that the Socialist laws that 
depenalized drugs and let pris- 
oners out of jail would lead toan 
upsurge of criminality.” 

“Two psychotic junkies in San 
Sebastian gave the rightists 
wonderful antidope fodder the 
very month the new laws went 
into effect, in March of 1983. 


Madrid, where hed been hiding 
out in the protection of well- 
heeled (and arch-conservative) 
friends. When Badalamenti 
was exposed and extradited by 
the Yanks, the rightists con- 
cludedloudly thatitwasthenew 
Spanish pot policies that had 
attracted him here. 

Other persons inspired to 


visit Spain to take advantage of 
the new drug laws should be 
aware of several things. First of 
all, people caught at the border 
bringing in any quantity of can- 
nabis, however tiny, are sure to 
be jailed for it; the new law 
doesn’t apply to Spanish Cus- 
toms. Even within Spain, no 
one’s sure exactly what quan- 
tity of pot constitutes “personal 
possession,” as opposed to “‘in- 
tended forsale.” Themaximum 
nonbust weight of cannabis is 
said to be 50 grams, but local 
police may use different guide- 
lines in different jurisdictions. 
And finally, anyone seen to 
hand a joint to another person 
canstill be charged with “distri- 
bution of narcotics,” earning six 
to twelve years in jail. 

“Reports that the Socialists 
have turned all Spain into one 
big hippie-dippie dope den are 
far from the truth,” a source at 
the International Legal Defense 
Counsel warns. “The only real 
difference is that Spanish kids 
aren't spending half their lives 
in jail anymore, just because 
they got caught once fooling 
around with hash.” 


COKE MOBS INVADE BRAZIL'S JUNGLES 


BEL & ™, BUR) Ae 


'HE MAJOR COLOMBIAN COCAINE-PRO- 
ducing operations were relocating into 

the jungles of the Brazilian Amazon for a 
‘good long time prior to the current all-out 
<dope-stopping drive in Colombia, authorities 
in Brasilia have recently conceded. “We had 
not the least idea that there were so many 
and such big plantations” along the Amazon, 
atop Brazilian cop told American reporters 
last spring, referring to coca fincas and lab 
‘operations recently discovered “all the way 
from the center of the Amazon region to the 
(The massive expansion of the coke mar- 
‘ket into western Brazil was covered in de- 
tail—names, dates and locations, all sub- 
stantiated by local police authorities—in 
Hicu Times, September 1982. The protes- 
tations of the Brasilia federales that they only 
discovered it themselves last spring are con- 


ceptually possible, but hardly convincing.) 
Epadu is what the Amazonian Indians call 
coca, which they’ve been growing and 
chewing for energy and medicine since time 
out of mind. “We thought it was a hallucino- 
gen used by the Indians,” a federal cop ex- 
plained to the New York Times last spring. 
‘Thepolicesay they'd believed that cocaitself 
was strictly a high-altitude Andean shrub 
until this year, when they suddenly discov- 
ered vast stretches of Amazonian territory 
under industrial coca cultivation. “If it can 
grow here in the hot lowlands,” the cop con- 
ceded, “we guess it can grow anywhere.” 
As local authorities describe it, Colom- 
bian mafiosi began moving eastward along 
the Amazon in the early 1980s, clearing 
patches of jungle undergrowth along the 
rain-forest riverbank, planting and irrigat- 
ing it, and hiring Indians to tend and harvest 


the crop, and to foot-stomp the leaves into 
raw cocaine pasta for them. At harvest 
time—there are three coca harvests each 
year—Colombian boatmen troll along the 
rivers collecting plastic-wrapped bundles of 
pasta. Generally speaking, they pay the In- 
dians not in cash, but with barter goods like 
clothes, radios, outboard motors, tape re- 
corders and tapes. A few Indians, however, 
have managed to make enough cash to go 
into business on their own. 

The pasta is mainly carried back into Co- 
lombia to be refined into snortable cocaine 
hydrochloride, although the western Brazil- 
ian towns of Manaus, Tabatiangaand Teféare 
also supposed to have numerous snort-labs 
oftheir own. When cops report raids on “co- 
caine laboratories,” however, they rarely 
stipulate whether the “lab” was a mere 

/ continued on page 27 
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WOMEN CAN'T RESIST COKE: DOCS 


FAIR OAKS, NEW JERSEY 


IGHT OUT OF TEN W 
who become compulsive 
enough about cocaine tocall the 
800-COCAINE “Helpline” are 
physically unable to resist a 
snort of the stuff any time it’s 
offered to them, the Helpline’s 
directors hav led. 

The “profile” of the average 
woman who consults the toll- 
free dial-a-counseling number 
shows her to be 29 years old, 
college-educated, white, earn- 
ing at least $25,000 per year. Of 
this income, she spends $450 
per week on cocaine—leaving 
herself barely 3,400 per year for 
rent, food, clothes, shoesand so 
on—and her coke intake is sup- 
plemented by some incalcula- 
bly larger quantity of dope, be- 
causemen quite frequently give 
her cocaine for free. 

More women are calling the 
800-COCAINE Helpline all the 
time, as the service gains 
broader notoriety through tele- 
vision appearances by its ad- 
ministrators: Dr. Mark Gold of 
Fair Oaks General Hospital 
here, and Dr. Amold Washton 
of Regent Hospital in New York 
City. Further publicity is regu 
larly given the service when its 
always-interestingstatisticsare 
relayed through popular publi- 
cations (like this one). When 
the service first opened in 1983, 
most of its first callers were 
male, but calls from womenhave 
now increased in number until 
the ratio is nearly 50-50. 

This is interpreted by Dr. 
Washton as a sure sign that the 
number of American women 
falling foul of the “cocaine epi- 
demic” has increased spectacu- 
larly over just the last year: 
“The new data represent a sig- 
nificant shift in the pattem of 
cocaine use in this country,” he 
claims soberly. “A year ago we 
were saying that the cocaine 
epidemic was almost exclusive 
lyamen’ club.” 

While the total number of 
women calling the Helpline was 
not specified in Gold and Wash- 
ton’s latest batch of interesting 
statistics, they do specify that 
two-thirds of them believed they 


were addicted to coke, by the 
terms of the new definition of 
the word “addiction.” The new 
definition abandons such classic 
insignia of addiction as progres- 
sive tolerance to the drug and 
withdrawal symptoms in the 
drug's absence. Ifa person sim- 
ply experiences “compulsion, 
loss of control and continued 
use despite adverse conse- 
quences,” the person is official- 
ly considered addicted to co- 
caine or whatever. 

“What women today are tell- 
ing us,” says Washton, “is that 
they have lost control over their 
cocaine use and their function- 
ing is severely damaged.” 

‘Adds Gold: “A high percen- 
tage of the woman callers [65 
percent] are reporting fights 
and often violent arguments 
with their boyfriends and hus- 
bandsdue tosevere depression, 
irritability and erratic behavior 
produced by chronic cocaine 
use. Fifty percent of the women 
report a complete loss of sexual 


COMMIE QUACK CURE DIES 


TALLINN, ESTONIAN S.S.R. 


ITCHEN CHEMIST IVAN 

Khint was sent off to the 
camps for a 15-year stretch early 
this year, after the Soviet Minis- 
try of Health determined that 
his self-brewed “health elixir” 
was not only an illegally profit- 
able private enterprise, but ad- 
dictive to boot. Khint, a bio- 
chemist, was director of the 
Special Design and Technologi- 
cal Bureau here in the Estonian 
capital, and had considerable 
bureaucratic pull in his day— 
and considerable plain old chutz- 
pah. After persuading (or possi- 
bly bribing) the Ministry of 
Healthintoissuinghimapermit 
tomerchandisemedicine, hein- 
stalled some special bathtub- 
sized vats in the bottommost 


cellars of the Technology Bu- 


desire, which may be contribut- 
ing to their conflicts with their 
mates. 

On the positive side, women 
are less likely than men, as a 


group, to experiment with racy 


Gold: Dial for relief. 


and messy routes of cocaine ad- 
ministration like freebase smok- 
ing and hypodermic injection; 
most of them take it strictly up 
the nose, a route associated 
with fewer “‘adverse conse- 
quences.” On the darker side, 


reau, and set about brewing up 
his own private panacea for all 
human ills. 

Khint’s Estonian elixir was 
the perfect thing for every mal- 
ady up to and including cancer, 
he guaranteed Soviet citizensat 
innumerable lectures, seminars 
andscientificconferences.Con- 
signments of the bottled con- 
coction were eagerly snapped 
up by consumers everywhere, 
at a state-fixed “middle ceiling 
price” that made it just as ex- 
pensive as any other sort ofmed- 
icine. Sales continued briskly 
evenafter the Soviet State Plan- 
ning Agency succumbed to 
Khint's sales pitch and began 
feeding it to livestock. Khint 
guaranteed them it would in- 
crease beef production by 40 
percent, even whileit wascuring 
the diseases of human beings. 


it appears that, even doing it 
strictly by the nose, women 
seem apter than mentodevelop 
sleep disturbances and anxiety 
disorders with prolonged, com- 
pulsive administration. This 
makes them likelier to resort to 
tranquilizers, sleeping pills, 
heroin and other classically ad- 
dictive drugs, just to cut the co- 
caine jitters. 

In his new book, 800-CO- 
CAINE ($2.95 from Bantam 
Books, Inc., 666 Fifth Ave., 
New York, NY 10103), Dr. Gold 
reprints a question frequently 
asked by women cocaine ust 
“Tam using cocaine tostay thin. 
But now I really like it and need 
it. Is there anything else I can 
taketocontrolmy weight?” Re- 
sponds the author: “Get help 
from your doctor if you think 
youhavea weight problem. But 
don't use a dangerous and ad- 
dicting substance for this pur- 
pose... That's like using an 
earth-mover to dig a hole for a 
daffodil bulb.” 


The curing had to stop late 
last year, though, when Russian 
medical experts finally subject- 
ed Khint's elixir to scientific 
analysis. There were pigs’ guts 
init, they discovered, along with 
pigs’ feet and pigs’ blood; also, 
there were juices from dande- 
lions, beets, cabbages, carrots, 
nettles and especially mush- 
rooms, all combined ina “secret 
fermentation formula.” The 
prime virtue of Khint’s restor- 
ative, it appears, was probably 
more psychoactive than strictly 
therapeutic. 

So the Ministry of Health 
deemed the elixir to be “toxic, 
addictive and without medical 
value,” and rounded up Khint 
and various accomplices and 
threw themall in jail. Estonians 
are back on nasty old Soviet 
vodka nowadays. 
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COLOMBIA 


/ continued from page 20 


army personnel or American “observers” 
has never been made clear—came across 
what was called a “camp” a half-mile from 
one of the labs. And in this camp, it's said, 
was discovered a green “guerrillaSuniform” 
bearing “patches” of the Colombian Revo- 
lutionary Armed Forces—FARC, Colom- 
bias oldest contingent of traditional Mos- 
cow-line “insurgents,” which accounts for 
10,000 of the nation’s 12,000 active Commie 
rebels 
This one empty clown suit was sufficient 
to keep the norteamericano press bawling 
for weeks about the Reds controlling the 
Colombian dope trade. The story played so 
well that the U.S. Embassy in Bogotd pres- 
ently offered a sort of white paper accusing 
these Commie dope peddlers of subverting 
Nicaragua and El Salvador—over 1,000 
miles north across the hideous Darien Gap 
of Panama—‘‘through direct aid or through 
volunteers who fight and train troops with 
money obtained through the extortion of 
traffickers.” And this Washington blamey 
was duly relayed back to the States by 
American foreign correspondents who really 
need never have left home in the first place. 


Heroes of the Dope Trade 
“The fight against narcotics will not stop, 
but there is no analogy between this fight 
and the response to the armed [leftist] 
groups,” President Betancur was careful to 
distinguish at the outset of this spring’sgreat 
dope crackdown. In fact, his first action in 
this line was to announce that the tough new 
United States-Colombian extradition treaty 
was now in full effect, and then to proclaim a 
list of prominent smuggling barons who 
would be shipped in chains to the States for 
prosecution, the minute they could be taken 
into custody. 

Pablo Escobar Gaviria of Medellin was 
already on the lam in Peru, having gotten 
some advance warning that the heat would 
be fiercely on him. Asan alternate deputy to 
the National Assembly—a ceremonial stand- 
in congressperson, sort of—young Escobar 
supposedly enjoyed immunity from civil 
prosecution, but now that military tribunals 
were to be sitting on drug trials, he was tak- 
ing no chances. Once he'd absconded, the 
newspaper La Semana published photo- 
copies of checks made out by Escobar and 
other dope kingpins to candidates for both 
political parties in the 1982 elections. It 
turned out that dope money constituted a 
substantial part of most politicians’ coffers, 
and that Escobar had been particularly gen- 
erous to perennial presidential candidate Al- 
berto Santofimio, and top-rank Liberal 
party contendor Jairo Ortega. With coke 
mobster Fabio Ochoa Restrepo (no blood re- 
lation to the author), Escobar was cham- 


pioning a redevelopment program called 
“Medellin Without Slums” before Betancur 
blew the whistle on them both, and inspired 
them to take prolonged “vacations.” 

Also to Peru flew Carlos Lehder Rivas, 
one step ahead of the military police. Once 
rather the black sheep of the exceedingly 
influential Lehder clan of Armenia, Carlos 
for the last 10 years has pumped so much 
coke-and-smoke money into ultraconserva- 
tive politics that many now revere him as a 
leading member of the respectable Right. 
His personal political bund, the Latino Na- 
tional party, has elected several councilmen 
to the Armenia city government, and the 
party’s popular daily newspaper has fiercely 
promoted many successful conservative 
candidates to the National Assembly. And 
the documented connections between the 
Lehders and the Muerte a los Sequestadores 
death squad did nothing to undermine Car- 
los’ popularity with his constituency. 

Both Escobar and Lehder, appropriately, 
had been lobbying mightily against imple- 
mentation of the 1982 extradition treaty, 
even to cheerleading mass public demon- 
strations against it. “Colombians should be 
tried in Colombia,” was their catch-phrase, 
popular among everyone with an abiding re- 
sentment of our pushy Big Brother to the 
north (which is to say, nearly everyone). Top 


Dope capos sponsor 
everything from soccer 
teams to city z00s. 


mafiosi for years have been currying popu- 
lar favor by subsidizing nationaland regional 
futbol teams, underwriting schools and hos- 
pitals, and even opening zoos stocked with 
exotic African rhinos, hippos and giraffes. 
(One zoo even features an authentic 1930s 
Al Capone mob-mobile, liberally ventilated 
with Chicago police bullets.) 

The gangland murder of Rodrigo Lara, 
the country’s top civilian cop, instantly oblit- 
erated any Robin Hood-style popular sym- 
pathy for these crooks, and mobilized fear 
and hatred against them. The effect was so 
swift and dramatic, in fact, that a slightly 
paranoiac rumor is currently afloat. Some 
suspect it was probably some upstart gang 
of newcomers to the dope trade who engi- 
neered the Bonilla hit, calculating that the 
government would react by exterminating 
all the established dope-moving mafias, and 
thus give this new bunch an opportunity to 
grow with minimal competition. 

In any case, two notable coke-lab opera- 
tions were shut down in the week after Bo- 
nilla’s assassination. The first was at the site 
of an old Devil’ Island-style penal colony 
called El Refugio in Amazonas Department 
down south. U.S. Drug Enforcement Ad- 
ministration jefe Johnny Phelps went along 


on this oneas an “observer,” but declined to 
identify any signs of Communist activity 
around the old slave camp. Only six pounds 
of intermediate pasta was found at the site, 
but the extensive facilities had obviously 
been putting out hundreds of kilos of pure 
toot every month for years. A few days later, 
a raid on a lab center up north in Vichada 
Department, near Santa Rosalia, tumed up 
no coke ataall, but obvious evidence of major, 
long-term industrial production. 


Where to Next? 

Overthe last decade of skyrocketing cocaine 
demand in the United States, and relatively 
lax enforcement in Colombia (during what 
Betancur now calls “our moral vacation”), 
the Colombian jungles had been the site of 
innumerable bush labs which refined raw 
coca paste flown in from Peru and Bolivia. 
American authorities last year were esti- 
mating that about 60 tons of pure coke were 
moved out of Colombia per annum, but these 
1984 lab seizures indicate that the tonnage 
was probably much, much higher than that 
in reality. 

Indeed, despite the seizure last March at 
Tranquilandia of 11 tons of coke—nearly as 
much coke, in one bust, as the total of all co- 
caine seizures ever made by American narco 
agencies—and despite the abandonment of 
these massive lab operations, the price of 
cocaine is still dropping at the wholesale 
level. Obviously there are great stockpiles of 
the stuff somewhere, and massive process- 
ing plants in Peru, Brazil, Bolivia and 
Argentina, besides Colombia. So while Be- 
tancur’s crackdown may have spooked the 
most notorious dope kingpins out of the 
country, long-range cocaine futures would 
not seem to be much imperiled. 

On the bright side, there appear to be 
fewer American dollars in local circulation 
around Colombia nowadays. Although the 
Colombian traffickers never moved more 
than about USS2 billion back to Colombia 
every year (out of the eighty billion that 
changes hands over the stuff in the States) 
this influx of illegal money seriously weak 
ens the Colombian peso, contributing to the 
rate of inflation. Now that the coke dealers 
are prudently banking their dollars abroad— 
in response to the government's new policy 
of confiscating all the property of narcotrafi 
cantes, including cash and savings—there 
are much fewer American dollars in circula- 
tion passing around here. However, at the 
same time, basuco cigarettes—tobacco or 
pot frosted with freebase cocaine pasta—are 
readily available, indicating a surplus of 
coke. When coke supplies fall short, bastcos 
are harder to come by, since all available 
snort goes into the Yankee trade pipe. When 
suppliersare holding back, however—which 
is risky, because cocaine is perishable with 
time—some of it leaks out locally as basuco. 

So the government's ferocious 1984 coke- 
mob crackdown has pretty obviously suc- 
ceeded in chasing the top-echelon narcotics 
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mafiosi out of the country, along with their 
biggest refining operations. The coke cartels 
are still very much in operation, from every 
indication, transshipping dope consignments 
to North America and Europe through Co- 
lombia from points south. In the last anal 
it would appear that President Betancur' 
prime tactic, in declaring martial law against 
thé drug trade, was to permanently banish 
the narco-millionaires who were buying po- 
litical influence with handsome handouts to 
arch-reactionary politicians. 

‘The declaration of a state of siege was a 
highly ticklish political maneuver for Betan- 
cur, coming as it did just three weeks before 
one-year truce was scheduled to go into ef- 
fect between the government and the FARC 
rebel group. The government's 40-member 
Peace Commission had been negotiating for 
years with FARC representatives, at undis- 
closed jungle locations, to bring an end to 
the bloody 30-year conflict between the fed- 
eral forces and the leftists, and the truce is 
very important to Betancur, The primary 
opposition to the truce, significantly, came 
from the commanders of the armed forces. 

“The government said the state of siege 
was aimed at the traffickers and not at the 
guerrillas,” a legislative source told report- 
ers, “but the army doesn’t see it like that. As 
a result, we're now seeing the fiercest fi 
ing between army and guerrillas in years.” It 
was inevitable that reactionary army gener- 
als would try to exploit the martial-law de- 
cree to declare open season on leftists, 
which would have torpedoed the prospects 
for the truce, if Betancur didn't keep an iron 
hand on the military. He seems to have done 
so, however, since the truce went into effect 
on schedule in late May. 

The government's main concession, in 
participating in the cease-fire, is to hold ne- 
gotiations, at least, on the subject of land re- 
form: carving up the enormous hereditary 
property holdings of the great landowning 
families, and distributing the land among 
the people who live on it and work it. This 
notion has always been emotionally con- 
demned as “Communist” by the great fami- 
lies like the Escobars and the Lehders—the 
same families whose “black sheep” have 
operated the dope trade for the last 10 years. 

Thus, it may not be too entirely paranoid 
to suggest—as many have—that the dope 
mafiosi engineered the hit on Attorney Gen- 
eral Lara in hopes that the government 
would overreact with a military campaign 
against “subversives” in general. The top 
drug kingpins could easily handle the em- 
barrassment and inconvenience of another 
“all-out war on drugs"—they ve always sur- 
vived such “wars” handily, and always will— 
but the squabbling little leftist groups could 
be counted on to pull out of any formal nego- 
tiations with the government, in the event of 
any sharp military repression campaign. 
‘Then the land-reform concept would be a 
dead letter, and in the long run, the big 
mafia families would be better off than ever. 
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itchen for pasta reduction, or a full 
finishing refinery. This year the Brazilian 
federales reported, with evident astonish- 
‘ment, that numerous “laboratories” had 
been suddenly discovered along the Ama- 
zonian headwaters, but to date they have re- 
ported little police action against these 
operations. 

If the Brazilian federales seem slow to 
undertake any massive narcotics law-en- 
forcement initiatives, it may have to do with 
the state of the national budget, which is 
currently over its head in debt to interna- 
tional banks and financial institutions like 
the International Monetary Fund. The Bra- 
zilian government literally cannot pay its 
existing police force to effectively keep the 
peace, with the result that in cities like Sao 
Paulo and Rio de Janeiro, law enforcement 
is mainly conducted nowadays by neighbor- 
hood civilian vigilante outfits, operating by 
something like the lynch law of the old 
American West. The National Drug Council 
of the Ministry of Justice, headed by Arthur 
Pereira de Castillo, frankly relieson the US. 
Drug Enforcement Administration for “ 
formation, experience and financial aid” for 
drug-busting enterprises. 

The US. Department of State has barely 
$250,000 budgeted for narco aid to Brazil 
for the next year. Most of it, American 
sources say, goes into “a very discrete pro- 
gram in the Amazon,” where Yank narco 
authorities concentrate their efforts. “It's a 
part of the country that does not have the 
highest priority” with the Brasilia govern- 
ment, they explain; therefore, any more 
massive expenditure of narcotics-aid funds 
might be misdirected to the cities, at the 
expense of the western Amazon, which US. 
State clearly considers the prime up-and- 
coming trouble spot in South America for 
narcotics. “It’s a frontier area, a natural 
breeding place for every sort of illegal ac- 
tivity, including drugs,” one official said 
worriedly. 

Although fundless itself, the Brazilian 
government talks a feisty drug war. Follow- 
ing the lead of American policymakers, 
they've initiated a highly publicized drive 
against the use of marijuana and cocaine in 
the Brazilian armed forces, fiercely prose- 
cuting and disciplining every soldier and 
sailor who gets caught with dope. The Bra- 
zilian government has also publicized its de- 
cision to employ its satellite—which was put 
up several years ago, when the country still 
had credit with the IMF—to look for those 
coca bushes growing snugly underneath the 
Amazonian jungle canopy. And theater 
owners and television producers have been 
sternly admonished to censor all “drug de- 
pictions” out of entertainment films. Scar- 
face alone took nine scene cuts before it 
could be shown in Sao Paulo. 
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COOKED CACTUS 


Being readied for an eventual spot in the 
marketplace are hundreds of thousands of 
peyote buttons, the magical cacti of the 
Southwest—one of the most popular of the 
natural psychedelics. It’s been almost a dec- 
adesince decent buttons were commercially 
sold, though not for lack of effort. The trou- 
ble with short-term commercially grown 
buttons was that they didn't pack the punch 
of the favored wild variety—kind of like 
hydroponic tomatoes against the fresh, na- 
turally ripened variety. But now, thanks to 
the diligence and entrepreneurial spirit of 
several Southwest communes, the cactus 
rides the range again. 

The story behind the depletion of the pey- 
ote button is a sad one: A run on peyote but- 
tons was provoked in the early ’70s by the 
novels of Carlos Castaneda, a clever fantas- 
tician who managed to convince a huge share 
of the counterculture that his books were 
real-life journals of the spiritual adventures 
of a Yaqui Indian named Don Juan. 

Unfortunately for the religious peyote- 
eating Indians of America, this canard incit- 
ed thousands of Yaqui-way-of-knowledge 
pilgrims to descend like locusts onto the 
deserts of the Southwest. Once there they 
rooted out the delicate and slow-growing 
cactus like pigs after truffles, gorging them- 
selves with Don Juan's supposed psycho- 
nostrum. 

It was alarming, though, that a large num- 
ber of otherwise reasonable people actually 
considered it possible that this Don Juan 
person could turn himself into a bird and fly, 
or become invisible. Yet this was the subject 
of hot discussion at tofu parties in Madison, 
Wisconsin, where this columnist chanced to 
live in the early ’70s. I actually witnessed 
serious conversations between people—who 
later became politicians and journalists— 
about whether Don Juan was real. (Ofcourse, 
it must be pointed out that the cultural lead- 
ership in Madison arose largely from the 
University of Wisconsin English, psychology 
and history departments—disciplines where 
the distinctions between reality and abstrac- 
tion are traditionally blurred.) 

At about that same time, of course, very 
real peyote buttons turned up in the mojo 
bags of itinerant hippies and the stashes of 
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hip dealers. And for several years, from 
1970 to 1975, some of the best peyote in the 
country found its way north to Madison. 
Naturally, places like Boulder, Albuquerque 
and Santa Fe, much closer to the growing 
country, had their own ample supplies. 

A good button back in those days was 
about the size of a pressed fig and had the 
consistency of a leather shoe sole. It was no- 
toriously foul-tasting and difficult to chew— 
an added attraction for the guilt-ridden mid- 
dle-class hippies that hair-shirted it through 
the psychedelic war camps. Those with a 
serious ethnologist's bent forced themselves 
to chew it carefully and swallow it like the 
Indians did, but most people employed some 
sort of flavor mask—honey was a big favo- 
rite—to smuggle it into their stomachs, 
where it lay in a lump, slowly and painfully 
digesting for the next several hours. Really 
ingenious types chopped it up, put it into a 
dozen or two double-0 gelatin capsules and 
popped them like Contacs. 

All this effort was rewarded with a truly 
phenomenal high, a clear, mellow, vivid trip 
with technicolor hallucinations—particularly 
when taken in its native desert habitat. Car- 
los Castaneda, no doubt, gobbles his share 
of the magic cactus before writing his books. 

But despite the vastness of the desert and 
the ability of peyote to disguise itself asa rock 
or a cowchip, the psychedelic hounds soon 
vastly depleted this natural psychic resource. 
Fast action by Indian tribes in the South- 
west saved some by stepping up patrols in 
sanctioned areas, but commercial peyote 
was soon as rare as the passenger pigeon. 

But now, to the rescue, come the latter- 
day communards, guilt-tripped perhaps by 
the profligacy of their antecedents. For sev- 
eral years they've been planting and tending 
the exotic cacti, and according to those in 
the know, these delicacies will reach the 
market within the next few months. The 
price will be high, the quality tops. 

In all probability the bulk will end up out 
West, in Los Angeles during the Olympics, 
where it'll fetch top dollar. Some will no 
doubt wend its way to New York City though, 
where some of the most hardened, widely 
traveled heads in the world hang out, many 
‘of whom have never tried peyote. 
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CHARGES 


Churches and government 
agencies have charged that 
peyote makes Indians crazy 
and violent, that Indians have 
hacked helpless victims to death 
on peyote, and that Indian wo- 
men under its influence have 
ripped off their clothes in sexual 
frenzies.' Otherwise, all the 
charges attributed to all the 
other psychedelics apply, plus 
nauseaand thetendency tovom- 
it after ingestion. 

NATURE AND USE 


Mescaline, or 3,4,5-trimethox- 
phenylethlamine, is a phenyl- 
alkylanine derived from the 
peyote or peyotl cactus which 
grows in northern South Amer- 
‘ica, Mexico and the southwest- 
ern United States, and from the 
San Pedrocactus of Peru? Both 
mescaline and peyote have sim- 
ilar psychedelic effects. 

Mescaline was isolated from 
peyote around the turn of the 
century, and until the discovery 
of LSD and the “rediscovery” of 
psilocybin’ in the 1950s, served 
asanintroduction to psychedelic 
altered states of consciousness 
for creative people in the West- 
emworld, who wrote about their 
experiences with the drug. No- 
table among these were the En- 
glish philosopher Aldous Hux- 
ley,*and the French artist Henri 
Micheaux.> 

Mescaline appears as long, 
needlelike white crystals with 
about one-three-hundredth the 
potencyofLSD. Theseareusual- 
ly taken in capsules or dissolved 
in water and swallowed. The 
button-shaped cactus buds of 
peyote are green to dark brown, 
depending onagesince harvest: 
ing, and are either chewed or 
steeped within a tea after the 
white hairs at their center have 
beenremoved. Thesehairs were 
thought to contain the poison 
strychnine, butare actually just 
cellulose, indigestible but not 
poisonous.’ Effects are similar 
to LSD, with the trip lasting 
about the same length of time. 
Psychologically, these drugs 
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are reported to be more sensual 
and perceptual than LSD, with 
less change in thought, mood 
and the sense of self. 

Peyote has been used by 
American Indians since ancient 
times as a stimulant, general 
medicine and ceremonial psy- 
chedelic. Spanish conquerors 
carrying the Spanish Inquisi- 
tion, and a succession of Amer- 
ican governments, have tried 
to stamp out the use’of peyote, 
which spread throughout the 
southwestern United States dur- 
ing the 19th century. Although 
it is generally an illegal drug 
andon Schedule Onealong with 
mescaline, the ritual use of pey- 
ote by the 200,000 or more na- 
tive American congregants of 
the Native American Church 
was declared legal after years 
of court battles. The cactus has 
now been overharvested to the 
point where it may become an 
endangered plant species.® 

Peyote has played an impor- 
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tant and ongoing role in native 
American ritual and shaman- 
ism. This is indicated by its fre- 
quent discussion in the “Don 
Juan” works by Carlos Casta- 
neda, and in many anthropo- 
logical monographs. Duringthe 
westward migration, use of 
the psychedelic cactus swept 
through Indian populations who 
were in despair over the loss of 
tribal lands, the slaughter of 
their people, and the eclipsing 
of their way of life. Peyote ritual 
became part of, and later re- 
placed, the Ghost Dance as a 
means of reaffirming spiritual 
values for the southwestern 
tribes. As “Charges” indicates, 
major efforts of a “reefer-mad- 
ness” nature were made to dis- 
credit the drug and its use. In 
actuality, physical activity dur- 
ing the intoxication is usually 
limited to the prescribed ritual 
behavior. Unlike LSD, it leaves 
one’s sense of self relatively 
intact, while giving one intense 
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and vivid visual effects of a col- 
orful, complicated, geometric 
nature. This imagery is often 
echoed in the geometric and 
colorful designs onartifactsand 
handicrafts from areas where 
peyote has been used. 


HAZARDS AND 
LIABILITIES 


Peyote and mescaline can pro- 
mote anxiety, disorientation and 
dissociation with reality, espe- 
cially in high dosages or asa re- 
sult of fear of the drug's effects. 
These usually pass, and pro- 
longed psychotic reactions are 
rare. Peyote has a nauseating, 
bitter taste that is not soon for- 
gotten. It may be hard to swal- 
low, and both drug-forms often 
cause vomiting. Other drugs, 
such as LSD or PCP, may be 
soldasmescalineandhave some 
similar initial effects. 

FIRST-AID PLUS 


For adverse reactions, a talk- 
down procedure similar to that 
used for LSD bad trips is effec- 
tive. Talk-downs should be sup- 
portive and comforting. Exter- 
nal stimulation should be limit- 
ed, and the individual should lie 
down and relax. Indians have 
used chanting and ritualization 
to counter adverse effects, and 
tobacco smoke blown into the 
user's face seems to be effec- 
tive, though wedon’tknow why. 
Effects of the drug rarely last 
more than 12 hours. 
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SYMPOSIUM 


“iis month ve continue our coverage 
of the Aspen Advanced Criminal Law 
Seminar. Each winter, under the 
auspices of Los Angeles lawyers Michael 
Nasatir, Victor Sherman and Richard 
Hirsch, drug attorneys from all over the 
country migrate to this ski mecca for 
confats with judges, politicians, social 
scientists, and, law-enforcement 
agents. 

‘At the last conference a unique panel 


discussed some of the more unsavory 


techniques of law enforcement: wiretap- 
ping, surveillance and the Abscam-like 
sting operations. Last month we featured 
the talk of Rick Barrett, a DEA special 
agent, expert in the art of wiretapping. 
He was followed by Dick Kienast, the 
sheriff of Aspen, who has an ideological 
distaste for undercover police work. 
Kienast's enlightened view on police con- 


= 


duct has made him the target of more 
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THE ASPEN ADVANCED 
CRIMINAL LAW SEMINAR 


Part Two: Undercover and Sting Operations 


hard-line traditional elements in law en- 
forcement; culminating in a grand-jury 
investigation of his department in 1981. 
The last speaker on this panel was Ron 
DUUlisse, DEA special agent extraordi- 
naire who has, among other things, bust- 
ed cops, mastered high-tech snooping, 
seized millions in drug assets and set up 
a sting or two along the way. 

We begin this installment in the 
middle of Sheriff Kienast's recollections 
about the lessons he learned both as 
undercover police agent and as prey. 
Following D'Ulisse’s extraordinary reve- 
lations we have included a few choice 
bons mots from famed drug lawyer 
Michael Stepanian (left) of San Fran- 
cisco. Stepanian’s performances at these 
seminars are legendary—part Clarence 
Darrow, part Lenny Bruce—and in these 
segments, extracted from an almost un- 
transcribable stream-of-consciousness 
rant, Stepanian presents the libertarian 
response to state-sanctioned snooping 
and police fanaticism. 


Ricuseo E. KIENAST: I think the 
lesson I learned from all of this, both 
personally, as acting in the capacity 
and as being a target for the capacity, 
is the propensity people in govern- 
ment have to an arrogance of power. 
Toa belief that somehow, because 
they're on the side of right, they can 
do anything to justify the ends. In this 
case, enforcing laws [applause] 

which probably is the major manifes- 
tation in our modern society of the 
tyranny of the majority. As you know, 
still sixty-two percent of Americans 
believe marijuana ought to be illegal, 
because obviously it is ruining society 
and ruining people's health, and society 
has the obligation to tell people what 
they can or cannot ingest. But what it 


Jz led me to was a questioning of what 


is the appropriate role of police. And 
several things came out of this. And 
one is that police should never use 


& means that promote distrust in a soci- 


ety. "Trust to me" is the bottom-line 
virtue in society, value in society. And 
once we say that it's not important 
whether citizens trust their police or 
the police trust their citizens or citizens 
trust each other, once we imply that 
it's only a question of who can get 
away with what and whether they 
play by the rules of the game and we 
can catch them or we can't catch them, 
then were losing something. Well, this 
led me to, and this comes from my 
experiences too, that somehow decep- 
tion is wrong ina relationship between 
police and a community, and society. 
‘That government lying, in the form of 
undercover operations, deliberate mis- 
representation of facts and, the ulti- 
mate in undercover work, misrepre- 
sentation of self, as a person to be 
trusted and then turning on that, can 
be nothing but a bad example for all 
of society. 

So have a peculiar dislike for under- 
cover work for that reason. As far as 
surveillance and eavesdropping go, 
T'm a little more ambivalent on that. I 
don't know where you draw the line 
on the trust thing there. I know for 
me, you draw it with undercover work, 
in saying that that is just never an. 
appropriate means. I think that's im- 
portant. That doesn't mean. that in 
individual instances government can- 
not, or other people do not, somehow 
are not justified in using that. It's the 
same as self-defense as a justification 
for homicide. But you only do it in 
extreme cases. You don't make a policy 
of saying, “It's okay for government to 
use these tactics because all they're 
doing is enforcing the law.” Enforcing 
the law is an interesting phenomenon. 
It’s caused lots of problems socially, 
historically, and many of you are prob- 
ably aware, everything that occurred 
in Nazi Germany was according to the 
law. As long as all we put as our stan- 
dard is whether it is according to the 
law or not according to the law, some 
very strange things happen. There are 
higher ethical standards which govern- 
ment people, citizens and especially 
law-enforcement agents have to mea- 
sure their actions by. 

Another thing I learned from my 
experiences, is what I believe is an ap- 
propriate relationship between local 
jurisdictions and federal jurisdictions. 
I think local jurisdiction is in fact much 
more in touch with people in the com- 
munity. Now, this can lead to both 
good and bad things. I believe in this 


community. It's led to some good things 
insofar as our attitudes toward police 
here, but as you all know, in the civil- 
rights movement in the South, it was 
just the opposite. Local jurisdictions 
were in fact trampling on. people's 
rights. And there, our federal govern- 
ment had to come in and reinforce the 
rights of all individuals in our society, 
this United States. 

What is alll this leading to? Well, I 
think a couple of things are happening 
nationally. I think there is a decentral- 
ization of government going on and I 
think that there should be police de- 
centralization. I think local control of 
police is a unique aspect of American 
society. There is, in fact, no other 
nation that has randomly given power 
in small jurisdictions as we have to 
our local police agencies. 

Now, there is a proper role for 
federal law enforcement, and federal 
laws. And I think their proper role is 
the enforcement of the civil rights 
of all the citizens. And that the local 
coloring of how, of what laws there 
are, is going to become much more 
important... 

MICHAEL NASATIR: Our next speaker 
is particularly interesting in light of 
some of the things that our last speaker 
said. Ron D'Ulisse prosecuted and 
was responsible for the conviction of 
the undersheriff of Tucson and the 
former sheriff of Casa Grande, Ari- 
zona. [Laughter] He was the county 
attorney [laughter] of Casa Grande, 
Arizona. Ron D'Ulisse has been in- 
volved in almost every aspect of the 
newer electronic surveillance that the 
DEA has. He is, with regard to the 
right of privacy, the DEA’s point man 
in this area. He's been in the airborne 
infrared operations unit. He has, for 
two years, served as the technical op- 
erations officer in San Diego, which 
means installing hidden microphones 
in offices and homes and intercepting 
telephone calls. And, Ron D'Ulisse is 
involved in what I think is the most 
unique and innovative thing I've heard 
in law enforcement in a long time, and 
if you've never been involved in one 
of these cases, you come out of there 
shaking your head. It's called the “re- 
verse sting.” You are looking at a DEA 
agent, but you are also looking at a 
man who served as a seller of cocaine 
for quite an extended period of time. 
Buta legal seller of cocaine. [Laughter] 
And to tell you about all these things, 

T introduce to you, from San Diego, 


California, Ron D'Ulisse. [Applause] 
RONALD J. D‘ULisse: Thanks, Mike. 
Let me just say it's a lot easier selling 
dope than it is to buy it. [Laughter] 

Td like to thank you all for letting me 
share with you this interlude in 
forensic intercourse. [Laughter] I felt 
that perhaps I would not be welcome 
here as a DEA agent. Mr. Nasatir 
assured me that you people here 
would treat me with all the sensitivity 
and kindness that I have shown to 
your clients. [Laughter] I wasn't quite 
reassured with that. But he told me 
that you guys chipped in and bought 
some kind of modern impressionistic 
piece of artwork for me. He said it 
‘was something in the order of a wood 
and metal. I just found out it's two 
pieces of lumber and three nails. I'ma 
little concerned about the whole thing. 
[Laughter] 

Anyway, what I'd like to talk about 
this morning, Mile told me that, and 
you can imagine my surprise, that 
some of you are up here really to go 
skiing. [Laughter] I was shocked. If I 
could, by a show of hands, how many 
are really here to defraud the govern- 
ment by having an illegal tax write- 
off? Two. Mike was wrong. [Laughter] 
I thought so. He also told me that 
some of you may not have been 
involved with defending persons 
charged with continuing criminal 
enterprise, statute of Title 21. So I'll 
briefly go over that. Those of you that 
have defended people, it's kind of like 
the blind leading the sighted, but I'l 
touch on it real quick. It's found in 
Title 21, Section 848. It has five essen- 
tial elements. The penalties for a first 
conviction for 848 is a minimum man- 
datory of ten years in prison without a 
possibility of probation or parole, and 
it specifically prohibits in the statute 
any suspended sentence. Also $100,000 
fine and up to life in prison. The 
statute has five essential elements. 
One, that a person has to have com- 
mitted a felony. Secondly, that it has 
to be a continuing series of felonies, 
which is generally accepted as three or 
more. And they have to be narcotic 
felonies. Thirdly, that the persons have 
acted in concert with five others, and 
that basically means he must have 
conspired with five others, although 
not all at one time or all in one district. 
Fourthly, that he occupy the position 
of manager, director, organizer or super- 
visor, and he doesn't have to occupy 
all of those positions. And lastly, that 


(a 


HIGHTIMES 33 


he obtained a substantial income. 

‘There's a part of the 848 that gets 
everyones attention, and that's the 
forfeiture provisions of 848. In 1970 
the Congress of the United States de- 
cided to reverse 180 years of legislative 
history and provided for two laws 
which gave the government in per- 
sonam forfeitures on properties. And 
that was RICO and CCE. When I was 
involved in a prosecution recently in 
San Diego, an attorney talked to me 
out in the hall and he told me that he 
felt that this law, this forfeiture provi- 
sion in particular, was particularly 
devastating. It attacked the most fun- 
damental rights in our society today. 
Tasked him what those rights were. 
‘Was it due process or what was it? 
He says, "No, this is striking right at 
the heart of the attorney-fee system.” 
[Laughter] And he was very, very op- 
posed to it. And it does. It does strike 
at that. 

Generally speaking, the indictment 
will particularly lay out the property 
that we seek to forfeit. In order to for- 
feit the property, three things have to 
be shown by the jury. The jury has to 
convict the man of 848. If he's not 
convicted, no forfeiture is possible. 
Secondly, the jury must find that the 
property is owned by the individual 
charged with 848, and thirdly, that it 
was acquired by the enterprise. If all 
of those are met, beyond a reasonable 
doubt, then the property is forfeited. 

For the first ten years of continuing 
criminal enterprise, from 1970 to 1980, 
there was less than 80 prosecutions 
under CCE and less than 30 of them 
involved asset forfeitures. From 1980 
to 1982 there was over 150 prosecu- 
tions for CCE and I don't know how 
many involved asset forfeitures. A. 
substantial number. The government 
is trying to pay for itself. We're trying 
to operate on a profitable basis, I guess. 
[Laughter] But we are trying to take 
the assets away from the people that 
have gained the most from their illegal 
transactions. Unfortunately, so are 
you, and so we get into conflicts 
sometimes. [Laughter] We both have 
the same idea: Let's kick the butts. 
[Laughter] We just approach it a little 
differently. 

There's another portion of the law 
when it comes to forfeiture, which is 
an in rem proceeding. It's a civil pro- 
ceeding, and in 1978, Congress gave 
DEA this little tidbit and it was called 
881 A6. And that section gives us the 
ability to take monies that were in- 
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tended to be used in a dope deal, to 
take the proceeds of the dope deal and 
to take any monies that were used to, 
or attempted to be used to, facilitate a 
dope deal. That's where sting opera- 
tions come in and they're really a lot 
of fun. 

When you pose as a seller, can 
make all sorts of outrageous demands, 
just like the crooks make of me. “Let 
me see your driver's license," you 
know, “Let me see where you live." 
“What's your father's maiden name?" 
[Laughter] You know, I make all of 
these outrageous demands and "Let 
me see the money. Let me count it. Let 
me mark it” And in this one particular 
case, the individual went so far as to 
mark the bags of cocaine that I was 
selling him with his initials. [Laughter] 
So he initialed it, then he gave me the 
money and then we arrested him. 
[Laughter] 

The sheriff implies, or I think he 
came right out and said that he doesn't 
appreciate undercover work. But nar- 
cotics trafficking is a specific, intent 
crime. And it's very difficult to show a 
specific intent without actually captur- 
ing the words of the individual that 
youre talking to. I don't know of any 
way that I can prove that a man in- 
tended to distribute a certain narcotic 
unless he tells me that he's gonna sell 
it to me. Perhaps the quantity itself, 
but I've heard people say that they 
have 100 pounds of marijuana for per- 
sonal use. [Laughter] A kilo of cocaine 
for personal use. So that would make 
it a misdemeanor. Without him actual- 
ly telling me, or in some way describ- 
ing his operation, I don't know how 
we could prove specific intent. 

lask you to look at your own fellow 
attorneys and suppose you had one 
amongst you that sincerely believed 
that evidence illegally obtained by 
the government and excluded in court 
was wrong. This man sincerely, or this 
woman sincerely believed that the 
exclusionary rule was wrong. And 
therefore, while representing every 
client he would not object to any state- 
ments made or to any evidence that 
the government may have acquired 
legally or illegally. Would that partic- 
ular attorney be competent to carry 
out his job? Perhaps he would in civil 
law. Perhaps he would in some other 
areas of law, but in narcotics enforce- 
ment, or in the defense of narcotics 
cases, he would be less than effective. 
If I lived in Aspen, Colorado, I may 
feel just the way this sheriff does. I 


don't know. This seems like a beautiful 
community. It's certainly a lot different 
than Oceanhill-Brownsville in Brook- 
lyn or Harlem in Manhattan. It cer- 
tainly has different problems, and the 
problems that are unique in Aspen 
may be solved and must be solved by 
the way he seems to be doing it. He's 
doing a good job. Obviously—he's been 
reelected by seventy-two percent of 
the people. I think if I came up here I 
don't think seventy-two percent of the 
people would vote for me. [Laughter] 

So obviously he's doing something 
right. I don't see dead bodies all over 
the street from overdose deaths. So 
apparently if there is a problem with 
drugs, it’s controlled and he's doing a 
good job at that. What works in Aspen 
doesn't work in Brooklyn. Doesn't 
work in Los Angeles. And in that re- 
gard I agree with him, when he said 
that there should be more control on 
the local level. The local police depart- 
ments are more in tune with their traf- 
ficking problems. And the role of the 
federal government, as I perceive it, is 
to come into cases or areas where there 
is insufficient funds for the locals to do 
the job or where the organization itself 
stretches into different areas of juris- 
diction across county lines, across state 
lines, or across national lines. 

At any rate, so much for the back- 
ground. I'd like to talk a little bit about 
Marcel Oberlin. He was the individual 
that made the mistake of buying co- 
caine from me. The investigation of 
Marcel Oberlin began actually as a 
foreign-enforcement operation in Bra- 
zil. An American was arrested in Brazil 
and he told our agents down there that 
an individual, later identified as Marcel 
Oberlin, wanted to buy about 150 
pounds of cocaine base and process it 
in the United States. This individual 
agreed to introduce our agent in Brazil 
to Marcel Oberlin, and the scheme 
was, generally, that Oberlin was going 
to go to Brazil, give the source of sup- 
ply approximately $100,000, obtain 
the cocaine, fly it back to the United 
States himself in a private aircraft, 
and that would be the end of it. When 
he met our undercover agent in Bra- 
zil... the deal was supposed to go 
down in Brazil, everybody was sup- 
posed to be arrested in Brazil, and this 
is the thing that dreams are made out 
of. It just didn’t work. What happened 
is, Marcel Oberlin didn't trust our 
undercover agent and said, "I'm not 
going to give you any money to front 
unless you give me some collateral.” 


So off they came to San Diego and I 
gave Marcel Oberlin two kilos of co- 
caine. We put it in the safe-deposit 
box, to which the both of us had joint 
access. In return for this, Marcel Ober- 
lin wanted the government to finance 
$100,000. He wanted to buy actually 
$200,000 worth of cocaine. So we had 
agreed to do that, provided he, num- 
ber one, fronted his $100,000 to us, 
and then we would pay the second 
$100,000, and secondly, that he secure 
the loan of $100,000 with some prop- 
erty. Which he did. He placed corpora- 
tion stocks that he had. He had formed 
a corporation in Montana and he placed 
those stocks in a safe-deposit box in 
the same manner that we did the co- 
caine. Our agent goes back down to 
South America, he gives the money 
toa real good crook, and the real good 
crook does what a real good crook 
does—he steals the money. [Laughter] 

Now were out $100,000. [Laughter] 
And that's an “Oh, gosh" if I ever heard 
one. [Laughter] Well, this is no prob- 
lem to Marcel, he's just gonna come 
up to San Diego and take his two kilos 
of cocaine and sell it for $110,000 and 
go back and continue the operation. 
It’s a problem to us because we went 
in and immediately did a search war- 
rant on our safe-deposit box and re- 
moved the cocaine. So we knew that 
when he got to San Diego, he would 
get hint that something was going on 
when there was nothing in the box. So 
what we did was, we changed the op- 
eration. We told Marcel, “Gee, come 
on up to San Diego and I have five 
kilos which I'm gonna give you at a 
special discount price and bring your 
best buyer along and we'll sell him the 
five kilos for $40,000 a kilo.” I'm sorry, 
for $225,000 for all of the kilos. 

Well, Marcel Oberlin liked that. He 
came up. He was a little hassled. He 
didn't really want to do the deal. He 
wasa little shaky about the whole 
thing. And at this point we realized 
that this was going to be a domestic 
prosecution. It was gonna be a domes- 
tic enforcement operation. At that 
point I became concerned about all 
the issues we talked about—entrap- 
ment and outrageous government con- 
duct or whatever. So I went over on 
telephone calls with him over and 
over again, “You sure you want to do 
this? You sure you want to do this?” I 
didn't realize that I wanted the money 
for the government, being the greedy 
lite person I am, and not for his attor- 
ney, so when I asked him, I read over 


the statute and I took the wording 
from the statute and I asked him at 
points, "You sure you want to do the 
deal?" “Yes. I want to do the deal.” 
‘And to make sure that the money was 
going to be used in this overall con- 
spiracy, I asked him if this deal that 
we were going to do, this sale of the 
five kilos of cocaine, was to facilitate 
the larger transaction. And he says, 
“Yup.” Then he talks to me about his 
corporation up in Montana, that we 
had the stocks for. And at one point 

I called him in Brazil and told him, 
"Gee, that corporation is phony.” And 
he just went livid. He thought his at- 
torneys had ripped him off with the 
corporation and he was just really 
beside himself. And that was done 
accidentally. My secretary actually 
called up the State Licensing Corpora- 
tion Section in Montana and got a neg- 
ative report. But then he tells me all 
about his corporation. And I asked. 
him, “Gee, what is this corporation?” 
“It’s a holding company.” "What's a 
holding company?" He brags. So then 
Iasked him, “You mean to say that 
you take the proceeds from your trans- 
actions and put them in this corpora- 
tion to make them untraceable?" And 
he says, “Yeah. They're invisible.” So 
we seized the corporation too. We now 
have about forty or sixty acres of land 
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‘And, you look at the background of 
the individual. 

After the arrest of Marcel Oberlin, 
we found out really who he was. That 
he was Marcel Oberlin. Prior to that, 
ora month prior to that, I thought 
he was Ivan LeFleur. Which was his 
pseudonym. Marcel Oberlin, generally, 
just for a background, he came to the 
United States about 1974 from France. 
He resided in Salt Lake City, Utah. 
And about 1975 he was involved in a 
vehicle accident where a young girl 
died. And the person that sponsored 
him into the United States reported to 
immigration that he was not a serious 
student. He joined the United States 
‘Army in 1966. He was honorably dis- 
charged from the United States Army 
to serve in the French army. If you are 
a citizen of France, regardless where 
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you are, you must serve in the French 
army. So he went to serve in the French 
army. He served five days in the French 
army and came back to the United 
States. In 1969 he was arrested in Ver- 
mont, smuggling a small quantity of 
hashish, about twenty, thirty pounds 
of hashish. He was arrested in Canada 
in 1970. He wrote a letter to President 
Nixon in 1970 offering his services. In 
1972 he was arrested in London. He 
was arrested in France in 1973. He 
‘was arrested in Lima, Peru, in 1974, 
with five kilos of cocaine which he 
claimed was the last of a fifty-kilo co- 
caine deal. And he was found not guilty 
of that charge in Lima, Peru. He didn't 
possess the cocaine; somebody that he 
was traveling with did. 

In 1976 he wrote letters to a young, 
lady threatening to expose her if she 
harmed him. He was complaining in 
the letter that she wasn't running the 
cocaine business correctly. In 1976 in 
the DEA files, we have a report that 
he’s dealing cocaine somewhere in 
San Francisco. In 1977 he writes to 
DEA, honestly identifying some co- 
caine smugglers that he had a falling 
out with. In 1978 a lady was arrested 
in Los Angeles International Airport 
and identified Marcel Oberlin and his 
wife, Joanne, although she wasn't his 
wife at that time, as being the persons 
responsible for her recruitment to fly 
to Panama to bring back cocaine. In 
June of '78 he was selling cocaine to 
people in Union City, outside of 
San Francisco. In June of 1981 he was 
ripped off and robbed of approximate- 
ly 150 pounds of cocaine base in the 
West Caicos islands when he was 
bringing it in from South America. 
And in December of '81 is when we 
became involved, when an American 
citizen hiding in Brazil was arrested 
by the Brazilian authorities. 

Marcel Oberlin and his wife and 
several others went to trial in San 
Diego. We lost the case on I think six 
of the nine defendants, including the 
main source of supply in Colombia. 
We prevailed in the conviction of Mar- 
cel Oberlin for continuing criminal 
enterprise; an English citizen by the 
name of Paul D— and Marcel Ober- 
lin's wife, for conspiracy to import and 
possess with the intent to distribute. 
Marcel Oberlin was sentenced in 
San Diego. He received numerous 
sentences. . .1 think it ended up to be 
a total of about seventy-five years. 

Prior to his sentencing, I talked to 
Marcel in jail. During the course of the 
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trial he attempted to commit suicide 
by overdosing on Valium. When I 
talked to him in jail, he indicated to 
me that regardless of the sentence he 
got, if he had to serve a day he was 
gonna kill himself. And his attorney 
was with me. We just said, “No, this is 
foolish. There's always another alter- 
native.” Apparently for Marcel there 
wasn't. When he got sentenced at 
twelve in the afternoon, by eight at 
night he had committed suicide. I 
found out about it by watching tele- 
vision at eleven at night. 

Tdontt take joy in. ..and I don't think 
that anybody trafficking in drugs nec- 
essarily deserves the death penalty. He 
inflicted a far greater penalty on him- 
self than any court could have or would 
have. At any rate, it doesn't dissuade 
me from my beliefs in the tactics used 
and in the method of investigation. 
AUDIENCE: Ron, didn't the govern- 
ment offer Marcel a deal to knock out 
the continuing criminal enterprise just 
before the trial started? 

D'ULISSE: Yes. 

AUDIENCE: And you people wanted 
to use him as an informant. 
D'ULISSE: Yes. 

AUDIENCE: And Justice said "no" in 
Washington? 

D’ULISSE: No, that's not quite correct. 
AUDIENCE: With that background of 
that individual, you were willing to 
use him as an informant for the DEA? 
D‘ULISSE: Yes. I'd make a deal with 
the devil himself if I had to. [Laughter] 
AUDIENCE: And you have in the past. 
[Laughter] 

D’ULISSE: Gentlemen, conspiracies 
hatched in hell don't have angels for 
witnesses. [Laughter] 

AUDIENCE: Ron, the real problem is 
not who youre making the deal with, 
but what the overview is of it. I've 
been listening today and you are one 
of the most amusing of speakers I could 
imagine. The first speaker was some- 
body who comes on with a very earnest 
and open appearance. I'm reminded of 
acase my office participated in, the 
Madison bombing of the early '70s. 
We did the investigation of it in the 
mid-'70s. A radical case. In the course 
of that case we interviewed an FBI 
agent. He was retired. And in a casual 
conversation he said to us something 
very simple. He said that he himself 
had committed more illegal break-ins, 
by himself, than the agency was then 
admitting for the whole of the FBI, in 
a cleansing and purifying operation. 
He also said he'd never say that on 


the stand, but he admitted it. And he 
pointed out that there were no con- 
trols. In fact, within the agency, nobody 
wanted to know about what he was 
doing... What are the internal con- 
trols on you? 
D’ULISSE: Okay. To begin with, I'l 
have to disagree with my colleague. In 
1968 Congress did not authorize wire 
intercepts or aural intercepts. What 
they did was prohibit and provide 
penalties for intercepts, and they said, 
“Under certain circumstances, law- 
enforcement agencies can do it. Now 
what that means is, when you are 
operating outside of the exception, i.e., 
you are not minimizing, you are, in 
my opinion, breaking the law. You are 
breaking Title 3. You are conducting 
an illegal wire intercept in my opinion. 
AUDIENCE: What's the sanction? 
D‘ULIssE: I think it's fifteen years, 
isn’t it? It's a felony, if you, let's say, 
were to go and hook up a phone in 
Mr. Stepanian’s office. 
AUDIENCE: I'd get indicted and con- 
victed, but youd get excused. 
D’ULIssE: ...that's your personal 
opinion. I don't believe so. 
AUDIENCE: It's true... 
AUDIENCE: Rick, with all due respect 
to you, I'm sure you all meet the high- 
est professional standards in your 
capacity, but where do you think the 
future of drug enforcement from [your] 
position is going? What do you sce for 
the future of DEA? 
RICK BARRETT: ... I'm glad you asked 
that question. I think that it's really 
time for someone, DEA, the FBI and 
the Justice Department to come out to 
Congress when they're appealing for 
their budgets and be honest with them 
and say, "Drug enforcement is not the 
total answer to the drug-abuse prob- 
lem in America. It's only a small, small 
fraction. You know, maybe two per- 
cent of the whole picture.” Without an 
equal motivation for reducing demand, 
not to have a longing for a chemical, 
that’s where we come in. The educa- 
tors, the parents, the lawyers, officers 
of the court, law-enforcement officers. 
Quite frankly, my belief is, drug en- 
forcement can be enhanced through 
reducing demand much better than it 
can be by reducing supply. Because as 
long as there's a demand, there'll always 
be a supply, and it's up to each and 
every one of us to make a decision if 
we think it's good in the big picture. 
So, as far as where do I see drug 
enforcement going in the future? I 
don't think there's a need for more 


money, I don’t think there's a need 

for bigger and faster cars, I don't 

think there's a need for airplanes. 

You know, we have what we have, 
we're gonna be around in the future, 
we're not gonna go out, there will 
always be a spot for enforcement in 
the overall picture. But I think if 

we're ever to make any impact, 

it's gonna have to be in reduction 

of demand. 

NASATIR: Ron, do you agree with that? 
D'ULIsSE: Yes and no. If you expect 
law enforcement to solve a social prob- 
lem, youre looking at the wrong people 
to do that. On the other hand, I'm a 
first-generation Italian. My father was 
born in Italy. When he first came over 
here, he used to sell heroin ona street 
corner in Brooklyn. That was in 1912 
and he worked in a pharmacy and it 
was legal to sell and distribute heroin 
and cocaine. Two cents of heroin, a 
penny’s worth of cocaine. And we 
often discussed, why not legalization? 
He didn't feel it was any problem with 
legalization of heroin. He says, "You 
know, a couple of years using heroin, 
a guy died. And there's no problem.” 
[Laughter] There was no penicillin in 
those days. You had hepatitis, it was 
fatal. You had some kind of jaundice, 
you know, you died. Unfortunately, 
well I shouldn't say unfortunately. For- 
tunately, today, there is penicillin and 
there are other drugs that sustain life, 
and I think Oliver Wendell Holmes 
said it better than I could when he 
said, "Your right to swing your fist 
stops where my nose begins.” Your 
right to be a drug addict or to do any- 
thing with your life is your right and 

I won't infringe on that. But it stops 
when you start using my county facili- 
ties, my county hospitals, to treat your 
withdrawal problems, to treat your 
unemployment problems, your lack of 
motivation... 

MICHAEL STEPANIAN: “I'll make a 
pact with the devil if I have to,” says 
Agent D’ Ulisse. 

What the fuck is he talkin’ about!? 
Weird! Why? To bust me?—beautiful 
me?—perfect me?—the most ethical 
guy in the world?. ... 

Rick Barrett, who I like—the narc 
with the charts: “Yes, we minimize 
thirty-nine percent.” Okay, but what 
about all the other stuff they heard? 
What about that! And I like Rick 
Barrett... 

You know something? I am going to 
have to participate in the countersur- 
veillance of police officers. I don't like 


to do this. I don't like to put moles in— 
cultivate that scumbag who wants to 
be acop, and talk to him, and have 
him infiltrate into the organization. I 
don't want to do that. Do I have to? 

I don't want to have to put a stupid 
device on the phone every time I talk 
toa guy. I don't want to do that. 

I wanna fuck around! 

Do I have to surveil police? Do I 
have to put up monitors? Do I have to 
do that? Voice-activated machines, 
wiretaps—do I gotta do that? Every 
time I go into a hotel room I gotta 
bring a guy with a wand? Come on, 
man. The quarters... . pockets are 
ripping 

I will not participate in suborning 
perjury!—on the telephone. [Laughter] 
I promise, I promise. But I'm tired of 
these things. And I’m cool, I'm totally 
cool. I'm the cleanest asshole in town; 
they didn't even audit me. I gotta go 
into the telephone booth, and I gotta 
get guys to take the phone apart!?— 
my ex-agent buddies who used to go 
through the boardroom at Bendix. 
Counter-business intelligence. 

Fuck that!? 

It's bad, though. They're makin’ me 
do it. Because they’re makin’ pacts 
with the devil. And they forget one 
thing: we're criminal lawyers. So the 
devils that they happen to be talkin’ 
about are criminals: 

"Hi, criminal, What do you want to 
do to get off?" 

“Where do I sign?” 

"Get Stepanian; he's too loud.” 

‘The government is making us 
become stealthful. I don't want to be 
like that. I want to talk on the phone. I 
want to fool around. I want to have 
some fun. I want to enjoy myself. I 
want to practice law. I want to be free. 
I don't want to hide! I don’t want to 
have safe-deposit boxes. I don’t want 
to have combination locks for my 
files. I don't want to do that! But the 
government is forcing us to do that, 
because they'll make a pact with the 
devil. See, that's bad. That's bad. 
NASATIR: Well, I think it's about all 
we have time for. I think some people 
here want to go skiing. [Laughter] Be- 
fore you go, you know—it's tough for 
law-enforcement officials and officers 
like these to come here and talk to 
what, you know, really is a hostile 
audience, and I think you should give 
them a real round of applause: [Ap- 
plause] And welll see you this after- 
noon when we talk about how to de- 
fend against these guys. [Laughter] 0 
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What offers protection from predators and rip-off artists, 
a controlled optimal growing environment and a tax write-off 
to boot? Greenhouses. A guide to growing therein. 


GS. ccrtouses have become incredi- 
bly popular out here in plume country. 
All over the San Francisco Bay Area 
glass and plastic structures of every 
Configuration are proliferatingata rapid 
pace. The California legislature has 
even written up some tax advantages 
for home owners who install green- 
houses as solar collectors to partially 
heat their homes. As an offshoot of this 
development, the greenhouses have 
started gardening revolution in coastal 
areas where cool temperatures through- 
out the summer prevent satisfactory 
results with warm-season crops. This 
increased use of the greenhouse by all 
types of gardeners made my greenhouse 
that much more inconspicuous. 
Perhaps I should have enclosed my 
entire yard of 20 feet by 40 feet with a 
greenhouse and asked my neighbors to 
guess when they inquired as to what 
was within. As it was, I settled for a 
Luther Burbank-type cover, doing a 
passable job of keeping up the over- 
grown gardens, though I couldnt tell a 
nasturtium froma punk rock. Ina single 
day I replaced a rickety slat structure 
with what I thought others would think 
was a structure too small for growing 
grass, 6 feet by 6 feet with a maximum, 
height of 7 feet. I planted vegetables in 
any open spaces outdoors, though I 
could easily buy them ina store for half 
the price of seeds and labor. No part of 
the yard was allowed to lie fallow as I 
strove to maintain the appearance of a 
happening garden of which the green- 
house was but one aspect—a mere in- 
cubation hut amidst the floral splendor. 
Later I actually came to enjoy the mun- 
dane tasks of watering, weeding and 


killing bugs. 

Pickinga suitable location fora green- 
house can be difficult if your neighbors 
are going to know what youre up to. 
Surprisingly, in my four years of experi- 
ments, no one asked me what I was 
growing. I was always very friendly 
but superficial, steering the conversa- 
tionaround to trivial topics. Witha little 
ingenuity and a.cool attitude you should 
be able to deal with the nosiest of neigh- 
bors. I have seen old sheds without visi- 
ble roofs and porches on top floors easily 
adapted for hothouse growing by re- 
moving sections of the roof and replac- 
ing it with corrugated plastic. Filon is 
recommended, but good results can be 
achieved with brands costing much 
less. The cheap stuff isa little less trans- 
lucent—which can be helpful—and is 
available anyplace that sells ugly patio 
furnishings. 

The walls of my greenhouse were 
built with the cheapest 2 by 4's, without 
a foundation—I had no idea at the time 
how long the setup could last. Taut 
strings at 6-inch intervals and many 
plant ties helped to keep the herb away 
from the sidewalls where they can be- 
come visible to the outside. The roof 
has a permanent venting system if you 
don't close off the corrugations, and I 
cut adjoining walls a little long so no 
one could see in. Another venting sys- 
tem was made by making the outside 
wall on the windy side a few inches 
short on the bottom. A second wall was 
added to the inside. I fashioned vent 
openings with heavy aluminum foil 
which I also used to cover areas that 
did not transmit light. 

What I could not produce in quantity 


Open entrance to the greenhouse. 
Corrugated plastic lets in light but 
makes it impossible to see the plants 
from outside. 
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I attempted to make up for in quality. 
You can get some luscious weed if your 
season lasts until the end of October, 
my time frame. And I planted different 
varieties of seeds to protect against the 
vagaries of the weather. 


Looking up at the ceiling. Buds grow along the top. 


naissance planes). The days of sinse 
production may be limited here, but the 
new strains make commercial produc- 
tion possible in most locations through- 
out the United States. 

Though good results can be obtained 


Here in California, in the last couple 
of years, the tendency has been toward 
growing the earliest plants possible 
This is occurring not because of climat- 
ic conditions, but because of our gover- 
nor who has turned up the heat on local 
growers by calling in the National Guard 
fend for this past season AWACS recon- 


‘The undergrowth is Tush beoause light 
comes in from all sides. 


with the early varieties, greenhouse 
growers, because of their extended sea- 
son, will do well to try some of the later- 
maturing plants. Most Hawaiian seeds, 
for example, will come in before No- 
vember and have excellent resistance 
to molding, not to mention their bless- 
edly intense high. 

In warmer locations a sophisticated 
greenhouse system could grow mati- 
juana year-round. The apparatus need- 
ed would be a heat source and supple- 
mental lighting during the winter. A 
minimal heating system that can keep 
the nighttime temperature above 45 de- 
grees in mid-March makes a second 
Crop possible in the spring. To accom- 
plish this, early maturing seeds are 
started indoors under lights around 
mid-February. A 160-watt fluorescent 
system on a 24-hour cycle is adequate 
for this purpose. If put in the green- 
house by mid-March, the plants will 
begin flowering within a few weeks 
and mature in late May. The plants can 
be cut back to flower again in the fall. 

Ifasingle cropa year is desired, a good 
starting date is May 1. Many growers 
start their plants much earlier than this, 
claiming that they will be bigger, and 
because they are older, more potent. 
But a healthy plant of any age seems 
able to produce great grass. The heavi- 
est growth period for marijuana is in 
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the hottest summer months when it 
quickly fills any space available to it. 
Satisfactory crops planted later than 
July Lare certainly possible; just be sure 
to add a few more plants to ensure fill- 
ing your space. 

‘The overheating of a greenhouse is 
not much of a problem with marijuana. 
The plant seems to enjoy temperatures 
well into the hundreds if it gets water 
and ventilation (my greenhouse barely 
broke 100°). However, in hotter areas, 
structures may be needed to control the 
temperature. One method of cooling, 
down a greenhouse, “damping down,” 
entails gently spraying the plants and 
the structure with water. Evaporation 
cools temperatures. This can be done 
anytime before the buds begin to form. 
Fans also make good ventilation devices. 
Direct the flow away from the plants to 
avoid moisture loss. 

Getting your plants off toa good start 
is critical in growing fine marijuana; 
the seedling stage can become a total 
disaster if the right conditions are not | 
met. Before the development of a root | 
system, a constantly moist but well- 
drained medium is needed by the plant. 
An overly wet medium will not grow a 
good plant—it will wither while the 


roots begin to rot. By the same token, a 
dry medium will not help propagate a 
healthy root system as the roots will not 
venture beyond moisture. A good me 
dium can be made by combining four 
parts potting soil and two parts each 


Tused every inch of space in 
the greenhouse in order to optimize 
production. 
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vermiculite and perlite. Avoid soil for 
acid-loving plants, choosing instead a 
medium of neutral pH. 

Nitrogen deficiency, recognized by a 
blotchy redness on the stems of leaves 
{and on the main stem if advanced), isa 
frequently occurring problem in grow- 
ing marijuana. A high-nitrogen fertilizer 
should be used (10-5-5 or similar multi- 
ples), and the dosage can be increased 
until the problem is alleviated. Over- 
fertilization is recognized by a yellow- 
ing in the growing tip of the plant; it is 
beginning to burn. Leach the soil with 
water, adding a teaspoon of lime per 
gallon. 

In the greenhouse, growing pot in 
pots rather than in beds is preferable, as 
at various times you will have to move 
the plants around for even growth. Later 
you will have to remove the males, 
which can leave large areas of open 
space. Four-gallon plastic paint buckets 
are inexpensive and will grow large 
plants. Further along in the season they 
can be partially dug into the ground to 
get another foot of headroom for an 
overactive 12-footer. The same medium 
for seedlings will work well in these 
pots. Indeed, using this method, a seed- 
ling need not be replanted into another 
pot, But by using a little less perlite in 
the large pot you will help to conserve 
water which will be important if you 
want to leave town for a long summer 
weekend and don't have an automatic 
watering system. 

Pruningis a good way to help contain 
alarge plant. Nipping the growing tip of 
a healthy young plant will encourage 
lower branch growth and produce two 
new main stems, each about half the 
diameter of an unpruned stem. These 
are easier to direct to available space. 
‘This procedure can be done safely once 
or twice after the fourth set of leaves 
develops. 

Spiders love greenhouses. They grav- 
itate toward them naturally, taking up 
residence in any available crack or 
crevice. Small spiders patrol the plants 
themselves, moving about on a single 
strand of silk in search of food. If you 
can bear it, let them live, they can keep 
your greenhouse free of many kinds of 
insects that usually pose bigger prob- 
lems. The spiders never bother me, but 
onoccasion I've had tobe nasty to them. 
Tused a gloved hand to trim back their 
webs which can damage marijuana 
flowers. However, people who live in 
an area that the black widow frequents 
may not want to pursue this, although 
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this spider is said to attack only if ex- 
tremely provoked. Remember, many 
spider bites are serious, so use gloves to 
protect yourself if you use this method 
of insect control. 

Male flowers become apparent from 
early August on and can be found first 
on the branch axils high on the main 
stem. Early identification is important 
so that these plants can be removed to 
open up maximum light space for the 
female. If you want to grow sinsemilla 
it is necessary to remove the males be- 
fore their flowers open, releasing the 
pollen that will fertilize the females. A 
big male plant can produce well over 


The results of my not-so-hard toils. 
These buds were sweet rather than 
pungent and it was a soaring high. 


1,000 seeds. Complete fertilization of a 
female with small but well-developed 
flowers will cut the life cycle of the plant 
by a few weeks, inhibiting growth and 
producing smaller, heavily seeded buds. 

You should breed your plants by ma- 
turing a few select males outside the 
greenhouse and paint the pollen on a 
few branches of each female witha soft 
brush. Much has been made of the com- 
plexities of the breeding process, and 
agricultural schools have spent millions 
of dollars trying to come up with, say, a 
better tomato, with at best mixed re- 
sults. This process essentially attempts 
to breed a uniformity into plants not 
necessary or possible for the home- 
grower. Crossing your best plants will 
likely give you the best progeny. Still, a 
certain amount of uniformity can be 


useful so that you can reasonably pre- 
dict space requirements and maturity 
dates. Generally, homogeneous lines 
can be kept intact for several years be- 
fore outbreeding is necessary to main- 
tain vigor. 

Pick the buds when the pods swell 
with resin. So much whitish resin will 
be present—the plant's way of beckon- 
ing one last time for male fertilization— 
that the flowers will slightly turn color 
to a lighter green. These buds will be 
great, but if the ripening weather is 
good, leave the flowers on and they will 
take on added color, if not potency. But, 
a purplish color sets in with cold nights. 
The plants, much like people who turn 
this color, are nearing death. 

In the late-flowering period some 
plants can become infected with gray 
or other molds, wispy balls of spores 
that can eat marijuana flowers and are 
difficult to contain. Cool weather and 
low-light conditions promote mold 
growth. Any movement of the infected 
branch will release a cloud of spores 
and other plants may be affected, de- 
pending on their resistance to the mold. 
If you want to keep these plants a few 
more days, gently cover the infected 
branch before cutting it off. Remove 
the infected section, keeping the rest of 
the plant separated from others after 
harvest. A dehumidifier or heater can 
prevent most problems of this sort. 

To aid in the expiration of moisture, 
dry the flowers after trimming extrane- 
ous leaf. A warm, dark area without 
excess humidity works well. Continue 
to dry for a few days after the buds are 
smokable. This helps in the release of 
excess moisture deep within the chasm 
of the flower, which, over a period of 
months, can activate dormant mold 
spores. Store in Baggies, keeping the 
plants separate from one another, and 
check monthly for excess moisture. For 
extended storage the buds should be 
barely pliable. A very slight molding on 
immature buds will cut down their 
harsh smoking qualities 

I waited four long years hoping the 
political climate would change and I 
would be able to enter my beauties in 
the county fair. No such luck. It seems 
that money for Salvadoran death squads 
can be appropriated immediately, but 
justice for marijuana smokers is slated 
totake place long after hell freezes over. 
Longer, anyway, than I was able to stay 
in my private little Eden, which my 
landlord sold out from under me, as 
landlords have been known to do. 


“YOU KISSED LILLY” 


They say that time heals all wounds. Somebody better tell 
Margaret that. Might as well tell Ted, too. Lilly already knows. 


i. was a Wednesday night. The televi- 
sion hadn't been much good. Theodore 
was 56. His wife, Margaret, was 50. 
‘They had been married 20 years and 
had no children. Ted turned off the light. 
They stretched out in the dark. 

“Well,” said Margy, “aren't you going 
to kiss me goodnight?” 

Ted sighed and turned to her. He gave 
her a light kiss. 

"You call that a kiss?” 

Ted didn't answer. 

"That woman on the program looked 
just like Lilly, didn't she?” 

“I don't know.” 

“You know." 

"Listen, don'tstart anything and there 
won't be anything.” % 

“You just don't want to discuss things. 
‘You just want to clam up. Be honest now. 
That woman on the program looked 
like Lilly, didn't she?” 

“All right. There was a similarity.” 

"Did it make you think of Lilly?" 

“Oh Christ—" 

"Don't be evasive! Did it make you 
think of her?" 

“For a moment or so, yes—" me : : 

"Did it make you feel good?" posta 

"No, listen, Marge, that thing hap- “Marge, we've discussed this thing “Well, different.” 


pened five years ago!” four or five hundred nights.” "How was it different?” 
“Does time change what happens?" "When you were makinglove to Lilly “Well, there was a newness. I got 
"T told you I was sorry.” did you kiss her like you kissed me to. excited—" 
"Sorry! Do you know what youdidto night?” Marge sat up in bed and screamed. 
me? Suppose Ihad done that withsome "No, I guess not—" Then she stopped. 
man? How would you feel?" "How then? How?" "And when you kiss me it's not excit- 
"[don't know. Doit and then I'll know." “Jesus, stop it!” ing, is that it?” 
"Oh, now youre being flip/It'sajoke!" ——“How?" / continued on next page 
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"We're used to each other. 

“But that's what love is: living and 
growing together.” 

“Okay.” 

"Okay"? What do you mean, ‘Okay'?" 

“| mean, youre right.” 

"You don't say it like you meanit. You 
just don’t want totalk. You've lived with 
me all these years. Do you know why?" 

"Im not sure. People just settle into 
things, like jobs. People just settle into 
things. It happens.” 

“You mean being with me is like a 
job? Is it like a job now?” 

"You punch a time clock on a job.” 

“There you go again! This is a serious 
discussion!” 


“All right." 

‘All right’? You loathsome ass! You're 
about to fall asleep!” 

“Margy, what do you want me to do? 
‘That happened years ago!” 

"All right, I'll tell you what I want you 
todo! I want you to kiss me like you did 
Lilly! I want you to fuck me like you did 
Lilly! 
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can't do that 

“Why? Because I don't excite you like 
Lilly did? Because I'm not new?" 

“[ hardly remember Lilly.’ 

"You must remember enough. All 
right, you don't have to fuck me! Just 
kiss me like you did Lilly!” 

“Oh my god, Margy, please let off, I 
beg you!” 

"| want to know why we've lived all 
these years together! Have I wasted my 
life?" 

"Everybody does, almost everybody 
does." 

“Waste their lives?" 

“T think so.” 

“If you could only guess how much I 
hate you!” 

“Do you want a divorce?” 

"Do I want a divorce? Oh my god, 
how calm you are! You ruin my whole 
goddamned life and then ask me if I 
want a divorce! I'm fifty years old! I've 
given you my life! Where do I go from 
here?" 


_ 


“You can go to hell! I'm tired of your 
voice. I'm tired of your bitching.” 

"Suppose I had done that witha man?" 

“T wish you had. I wish you would!" 

‘Theodore closed his eyes. Margaret 
sobbed. Outside a dog barked. Some- 
body tried to startacar. Itwouldn'tstart. 
It was 65 degrees in a small town in 
Illinois. James Carter was president of 
the United States. 

‘Theodore began to snore. Margaret 
went tothe bottom drawer of the dresser 
and got the gun out. A .22 revolver. It 
was loaded. She got back into bed with 
her husband. 

Margaret shook him. “Ted, darling, 
you're snoring..." 

She shook him again. 

“What is it?" Ted asked. 

She took the safety off the gun and 
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put the gun to the part ot his chest near- 
est her and pulled the trigger. The bed 
jolted and she pulled the gun away. A 
sound much likea fart came out of The- 
odore's mouth. He didn't seem to be in 
pain. The moon shone through the win- 
dow. She looked and the hole was small 
and there wasn't much blood. Margaret 
moved the gun to the other side of The- 


“LIKE You 
KiSSED 
LILLY HI” 


odore's chest. She pulled the trigger 
again. This time he made no sound at 
all. But he continued to breathe. She 
watched him. The blood was coming. 
The blood stank terribly. 

Now that he was dying she almost 
loved him. But Lilly, when she thought 
about Lilly. ..Ted’s mouth on hers, and 
all the rest, then she wanted to shoot 
him again... Ted had always looked 
good ina turtleneck and he looked good 
in green, and when he farted in bed he 
always first turned away—he never 


farted against her. He seldom missed a 
day at work. Hed miss tomorrow... 

‘Margaret sobbed for a while and then 
went to sleep. 

When Theodore awakened he felt as 
if there were long sharp reeds stuck 
into each side of his chest. He felt no 
pain. He put his hands on his chest and 
then lifted them in the moonlight. His 
hands were covered with blood. It con- 
fused him. He looked at Margaret. She 
‘was asleep and in her hand was the gun 
he had taught her to use for her own 
protection. 

He sat up and the blood began exiting 
more quickly from the two holes in his 
chest. Margaret had shot him while he 
had been asleep. For fucking Lilly. He 
hadn't even been able to climax with 


He thought, I’m almost dead, but if 
Tcan get away from her I might have a 
chance. 

Theodore gently reached over and 
unclasped Margaret's fingers from the 
gun. The safety catch was still off. 

I don't want to kill you, he thought, 
just want to get away. I think I've wanted 
to get away for at least fifteen years. 

He managed to get out of bed. He 
took the gun and pointed it at Margaret's 
upper thigh, right leg. He fired. 

Margy screamed and he put his hand 
over her mouth. He waited some min- 
utes and then took his hand away. 


“What are you doing, Theodore?" 

He pointed the gun at Margaret's up- 
per thigh, left leg. He fired. He stopped 
her new scream by putting his hand 
over her mouth again. He held it there 
some minutes, then took it away. 

“You kissed Lilly,’ Margaret said. 

There were two bullets left in the 
gun. Ted straightened and looked at the 
holes in his chest. The hole on the right 
side had stopped bleeding. The hole on. 
the left side spurted a thin needlelike 
line of red at regular intervals. 

“T'll Rill you!” Margy told him from 
the bed. 

"You really want to, don't you?" 

"Yes, yes! And I will!” 


Ted began to feel dizzy and sick. 
Where were the cops? Surely they had 
heard all the gunshots? Where were 
they? Couldn't anybody hear gunfire? 

He saw the window. He fired at the 
window. He was getting weaker. He 
fell to his knees. He moved on his knees 
toward another window. He fired again. 
The bullet made a round hole in the 
glass but it didn't shatter. A black shad- 
ow passed in front of him. Then it was 
gone. 

He thought, I've got to get this gun out 
of here! 

Theodore gathered the last of his 


strength. He threw the gun against the 
windowpane. The glass broke but the 
gun fell back inside of the house... 


‘As he became conscious his wife was 
standing over him. She was actually 
standing on the two legs he had shot. 
She was reloading the gun. 

"I'm going to kill you,” she said. 

“Margy, for Christ's sake, listen! I 
love you!" 

“Crawl, you lying dog!" 

“Margy, please—" 

Theodore began to craw] toward an- 
other bedroom. 

She followed him. “So, it excited you 
to kiss Lilly?” 

“No, no! I didn't like it! I hated it!" 

“Tl blow those damned kissing lips 
right off your mouth!” 

“Margy, my god!” 

She put the gun to his mouth. 

“Here's a kiss for you!” 

She fired. The bullet blew away part 
of his lower lip and part of his jawbone. 
He remained conscious. He saw one of 
his shoes on the floor. He gathered his 
strength again and threw the shoe at 
another window. The glass broke and 
the shoe fell outside. 

Margaret took the gun and pointed it 
to her breast. She pulled the trigger. 


When the police broke down the door 
Margaret was standing and holding 
the gun. 

“All right, madam, drop the gun!" 
said one of the cops. 

Theodore was still trying to crawl 
away. Margaret aimed the gun at him, 
fired and missed. Then she dropped to 
the floor in her purple nightgown. 

"What the hell happened?” one of the 
cops asked, bending over Theodore. 

‘Theodore turned his head. His mouth 
was a blob of red. 

"Skirrr,” said Theodore, “skirrr..." 

"T hate these domestic quarrels," the 
other cop said. "Real messy.” 

"Yeah," said the first cop. 

"Thad a fight with my wife just this 
morning. You can never tell.” 

“Skirrr,’ said Theodore... 


Lilly was at home looking at an old 
Marlon Brando movie on television. 
She was alone. She'd always been in 
love with Marlon. 

She farted gently. She lifted her robe 
and began to play with herself. 0 


Excerpted rom Hoot Water Music by Charles Bukowski, 
‘Black Sparrow Press, Santa Barbara. © Copyright 1983 by 
(Charles Bukowski. Reprinted with permission 
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KINGS WITH STRAW MATS 
Kumbh Mela: A meeting of holy men in India, 


Ganesh Baba ties the sacred rudraksh 
beads around the neck of Ira Cohen. 


Baas living in Katmandu, writing 
poetry and experimenting with astral 
projection, when I heard that the 
Kumbh Mela was about to take place 
in Allahabad. I checked my dervish 
manual—the Poems of Rumi—and it 
told me to make my way as quickly as 
possible to this special 12-year meeting 
of pilgrims and holy men at the con- 
fluence of three rivers—the Ganges, 
the Jumna and the invisible under- 
ground Saraswati 

Over 12 million people were headed 
by jet, train, oxcart or simply on foot 
with the object of bathing at the astro- 
logically perfect moment at the point 
where the three rivers met. As soon as 
Tread those words of Rumi which 
proclaimed, "Stop being a water 
bearer and immerse yourself in the 
ocean," I got some color film on credit 
{no easy task in Nepal) and made 
travel arrangements for Allahabad 
where I arrived with about $20, 
dreaming of 12 million third eyes 
opening simultaneously. After all, the 
place where the three rivers met was 
considered to be the external repre- 
sentation of the third eye itself. 

The Kumbh Mela takes its name 
from the Hindu legend which tells 
how four drops of the gods’ holy elixir 


44° SEPTEMBER '84 


as seen by Ira Cohen. 


fell to the earth from a kumbh or 
pitcher during a struggle with jealous 
demons. The places where those four 
drops fell are Allahabad, Hardwar, 
Ujjain and Nasik, where the famous 
festivals are held every 12 years. And 
if not that most 
powerful psychedelic, the fabled soma 
which was known by the ancients to 
confer instant divinity. 

On my arrival, after literally having 
to smoke my way through hundreds 
of naked sadhus covered in ashes, I 
was fortunate enough to meet Ganesh 
Baba, Hic Times’ favorite guru and 
India's own Mr. Natural, who immedi- 
ately transmitted to me by psychedelic 
bullet all I needed to know and gave 
me a place to sleep besides. It was 
Ganesh who said, “Someone should 
write a book called Kings with Straw 
Mats." It would be impossible to 
estimate how many tons of ganja and 
charas were smoked during the month- 
long festival. 

The Samadhi Wala, who was about 
to have himself buried alive for a 
period of five days without food or 
water, sings out to me, “Only the 
Almighty can look after a yogi.” Apart 
from all the drugs used to induce 
ecstasy and vision, some of the highest 
yogis and fakirs had their own time- 
honored ascetic techniques for getting 
even higher through meditation and 
the practice of austerities. In search of 
mystic union with Reality and the 
acquisition of special powers, they 
defied all ideas of human endurance, 
like standing on one leg for 12 years or 
more, even sleeping while standing 
with the aid of a hanging swing. 
Others, known as Ek Bahus or One 
Arms, hold their arms up for similar 
periods of time until the arm shrivels 
into a permanent upright position and 


the fingernails grow right into the 
flesh. Other Nagas could lift enormous 
weights with their cocks, and during 
one of the processions through the 
streets of the city, I saw a naked sadhu 
pulling a carload of saffron swamis by 
a rope tied to his penis. On that day 
the townspeople threw over 50,000 
rupees’ worth of marigolds at the feet 
of the naked holy men as they 
marched to the river. 

Even in your wildest dreams you 
could never imagine such a circus of 
high madness, true devotion and 
showbiz savvy as the Kumbh Mela, 
which could have absorbed the whole 
‘Woodstock nation as if under a single 
tent. As I stood immersed in the water 
with tears of inexpressible emotion 
running out of my eyes and thought, 
Here I stand alone among millions, 1 
began to laugh. We are a multitude 
moving towards a head. 

Most of these photos were made in. 
India at the Allahabad Kumbh Mela in 
1977, others at the Kumbh in Ujjain 
three years later, and a few at other 
religious festivals in India and Nepal. 
‘Taking photographs in such a situation 
was not always easy. Once, a fat 
authoritarian figure came down off his 
elephant to chase me away. Another 
time some film was confiscated by the 
Indian police. Then there was the 
rain. Even Antonioni with all his 
government permissions was stopped 
from filming by a little naked sadhu 
who had the support of thousands of 
his fellow yogis, and Antonioni ended 
by leaving the festival. If you ever 
want to go toa Kumbh Mela yourself, 
just take the Kailash 42nd Street Ex- 
press, don't forget to change at Allaha- 
bad, and be sure to bring those two 
extra arms to hold yourself with. 

Om Namo Narayan. 0 
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Sid Baba, aNewe guru requested this portrait two days Si ab, wh ced ater ahig he rial ahha 


before he been covered in marigolds and ashes before his body 


was taken to the river for sadhu burial. 


Naked Nagas in procession march down to the river holding hands. 


Clockwise, beginning 
at right: 


This Naga, photo- 
graphed in Pashupati- 
nath, demonstrates the 
strength of his penis by 
lifting a heavy stone. 


Astoned sadhu reveals 
his third eye. 


Krishna Ma, a 10-year- 
old girl with pierced 
tongue, begs for alms, 
accompanied by her 
sadhu father. 


This sadhu, his head 
buried in the ground, 
rings a bell in praise 
of Shiva, 


A follower of Shiva, 
buried up to his neck 
in the ground, receives 
offerings from the 
pilgrims. 
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A yogi performs a headstand surrounded by small This sadhu is a Kareshwari who has been standing on 
cowdung fires. * one leg for almost 12 years. 


Someone dressed as Kali, the Goddess of Destruction, moves through the marketplace, inspiring the populace with awe. 


ASK ED 


The photos are getting better and the 
competition is getting stiffer. This month 
we have two Garden of the Month 
winners: 


Dear Ed, 
Here is a picture of this past year’s gar- 
den. I just heard about HiGH TIMES mag- 
azine a few months ago so I bought one 
and sat down and read it. When I got to 
the “Marketplace” and read about Ken- 
tucky sinse, I sure was surprised when I 
saw it was going from $1,200 to $1,600. 
I started selling my sinse at $100 a 
pound. Then went to $200 and then $300 
a pound. I thought that was a good price. 
People all around said that I had the best 
pot money could buy at the time. The last 
T sold in pounds was for $650. When I 
had five pounds left a guy offered me $800 
but I sold the stuff in small bags instead. 
Isure would like to know where I could 
get $1,500 out of it this fall (if I can keep 
the thieves out of it). I got ripped off four 


times this year and I stayed in the garden 

almost twenty-four hours a day. It took 

me five years to grow a good crop. 
—Elmer from Kentucky 
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Dear Ed, 
Here isa shot of my 83 closet garden lit 
by a 1000-watt halide. It has an output 
fan and a CO; tank, too. 
—Anonymous 
Green City, 


Ohio 


Dear Ed, 

I'm wondering if you could settle a dis- 
pute for me. A friend of mine insists that 
marijuana plants can live indoors for five 
years or more. I disagree. Isn't pot an an- 
nual plant, casting off seeds and dying 
back at the end of the growing season? 
Up here it's too severe to tell, but even in 
the tropics the plants die back after flow- 
ering, dontt they? Also, my friend says 
that a plant that dies off in the fall grows 
back the following spring from the roots. 


LIFE AFTER FLOWERING 


Ever wonder if pot plants can live indoors for five years? 
Or if drying in a microwave affects potency? Ask Ed and ye 
shall receive an answer. 


Could you settle this for me? 
—Dan the Sinse Man 
Valparaiso, Ind. 


Female marijuana flowers in response to 
long uninterrupted nights (8-12 hours, 
depending on variety). If the plant is 
kept in a room with the light on con- 
stantly, or intermittently, it will not 


Plant of the Month: “This is a third- 
generation Californian. The plant reached 
@ height of four feet and yielded one anda 
half pounds of manicured, purple sticky 
buds. The background plant isa first-year 
Hawaiian which reached a height of thir- 
teen feet, was nine feet wide, and yielded 
five pounds of manicured buds.” From 


Anonymous in Florida, N.Y. 


tlower, One triend of mine 1n New York 
had a plant in her kitchen which was 
three years old and had never flowered. 

Usually, marijuana dies after flower- 
ing, but this may be due to the climate. 
Indoors, plants can be revived after 
flowering by turning the light cycle up. 
The plants will respond by growing 
new vegetation. In Nepal some plants 
grow for several years and flower sev- 
eral times before dying. 


Dear Ed, 

‘My plants are flowering now and have 
quite a few buds on them. Is it too late to 
take cuttings? 

—VieT. 
Ann Arbor, Mich. 


No. You can still take cuttings. They 
can be rooted in water, vermiculite or 
sand, but they will take longer to root 
and havea lower success rate than when 
the plants are in vegetative growth. 
They seem to have more chance of sur- 
viving if the humidity is kept high. This 
is easily accomplished by enclosing 
them under glass or plastic. 


Dear Ed, 
Can you legally mail marijuana litera- 
ture to this state, Florida? 
—Jacquelyn L. 
Sarasota, Fla. 


Yes. These rights are protected by the 
First Amendment to the Constitution 
which states: 

“Congress shall make no laws respect- 
ing an establishment of religion, or pro- 
hibiting the free exercise thereof; or 
abridging the freedom of speech, or of 
the press; or the rightof the people peace- 
ably to assemble, and to petition the 
Government fora redress of grievances,” 


Dear Ed, 

In the January issue you referred to 
Iowa hemp as an excellent candidate for 
@ marijuana breeding program. Since 
1978 we have been collecting seed stock 
fromaround Des Moines just for that. We 
breed indoors in the winter (no stray pol- 
Jen). Do we pollinate the female Afghani 
with the hemp pollen, or the female hemp 
with the Afghani pollen? 

—M.]. and the Cable 
Pa. 


Itdoesn't matter. Either cross will result 
in a hybrid containing one-half of its 
genetic material from each parent. 


Bud of the Month, from J. in Shawneetown, Illinois: Indica-cross-sativa buds. 


ED ROSENTHAL 


SPECIAL: Artistic Photo Award: 


Dear Ed, 

This is living proof that Colorado is 
beautiful. [planted these ladies in the first 
part of April. By the first part of August I 
harvested the first one. I picked the last 
one in the middle of November. 

We can't forget to mention how beauti- 
ful Colorado sunsets are. 

—R.N. 
Grand Junction, Colo. 


Dear Ed, 

Something is happening to my plants 
and I'm lost. The problem shows up on 
the younger leaves and new growing tips— 
the leaves seem to be rolling up and the 
tips are all tangled. The older leaves and 
the rest of the plant look fine. What's hap- 


pening to my plants? 
—Phil 
Santa Barbara, Calif. 


‘They are suffering from a zinc-manga- 
nese deficiency. Treat them with an 
iron-zinc-manganese supplement. They 
are available at most nurseries. 


Dear Ed, 

Thad two plants this year, They looked 
like females all year but they turned out to 
be hermaphrodites. So my buds were full 
of seeds. Are these seeds more likely to be 
female or male? 


—Larry 
Greenfield, Ohio 


They are most likely to be mainly fe- 
males and hermaphroditic plants 


Dear Ed, 

Does drying marijuana in a microwave 

have any effect on the potency ofthe weed? 
—Ken M. 

northern N.J. 


Itdoesn't seem to. However, weed dried 
completely in a microwave has a harsh 
taste and all of the chlorophyll is left. 
Instead, try drying the plants halfway 
in a microwave and then letting them 
dry naturally. They will have a better 
taste. Some growers dry the plants fora 
while naturally and then finish drying 
ina microwave. Don't use a microwave 
on buds with seeds that you want to re- 
main viable. The microwave kills them. 

/ continued on page 79 
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GIVE PEAS ACHANCE 


If we cut back our meat consumption by 10 percent wed 
release enough grain to feed 60 million people. But you won't be 
guilt-tripped, Mr. First-World Big Shot? How about a substantially 
lower chance of cancer of the colon? Now, did you want the 
cauliflower or the string beans? by Steven Rosen 


WWM arcortatoana Michael Jackson 
have in common? Vegetarianism. In 
fact, the vegetarian diet has been em- 
braced by a number of notable person- 
alities: Pythagoras, William Shake- 
speare, Leonardo da Vinci, Sir Isaac 
Newton, Ben Franklin and Albert Ein- 
stein, to name a few. 

Even today, vegetarianism is popular 
with the popular people: Patti Reagan 
Davis, Christie Brinkley, William Shat- 
ner, Sting (of the Police}, Isaac Bashevis 
Singer, George Harrison; the list goes 
on and on. 

Still, many people think that to be a 
vegetarian you've got to be nuts—or at 
least a little fruity. In recent years, how- 
ever, the meatless way of life has surged 
in popularity, largely because of mount: 
ing evidence that a sensible vegetarian 
diet is better for you than the typical 
meat-heavy American fare. Consider 
these three compelling reasons for 
switching to a menu that emphasizes 
vegetable foods: 


(1) To protect your heart. A compar- 
ative study of diet and heart disease in 
seven countries showed that the death 
rate from coronary heart disease was 
highest in countries where the largest 
amount of animal products were con- 
sumed. The Finns, who consumed the 
most, had the highest death rate from 
heart disease. Americans were next 
(except the Seventh-Day Adventists, 
the majority of whom eat no meat or 
poultry; they suffer from only half as 
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much heart disease as other Ameri- 
cans}. In Japan, where very little animal 
fat is eaten, there were fewer deaths 
from heart disease than in any other 
industrialized nation. 

Scientists at the University of Milan 

found in one study that, on diets equally 
low in fat and cholesterol, persons eat- 
ing animal protein had higher levels of 
cholesterol in their blood than those fed 
a diet containing primarily vegetable 
protein. Further, recent research indi- 
cates that certain types of fiber found in 
plant foods can actually help lower 
blood cholesterol. High cholesterol 
leads to arteriosclerosis, which in turn 
causes high blood pressure, heart at- 
tacks and strokes. Thus, the Journal of 
the American Medical Association re- 
ported in 1961 that a “a vegetarian diet 
can prevent 90-97 percent of heart dis- 
eases (thromboembolic disease and 
coronary occlusions}." 
(2) To reduce the risk of cancer. Ex- 
tensive research over the past 20 years 
suggests that the same kind of high 
animal-fat-and-cholesterol diet that 
may set the stage for heart disease can 
also contribute to the growth of cancers 
of the colon, breast and uterus. These 
are the leading types of cancer among 
meat-eating Americans, but among 
Seventh-Day Adventists, Japanese and 
East Indians (who also eat very little 
meat), these cancers are relatively un- 
known. 

In a study at the State University of 
New York at Buffalo, Prof. Saxon 


Graham, chairman of the Department 
of Social and Preventive Medicine, 
found that people who regularly con- 
sumed large amounts of vegetables, es- 
pecially in the cabbage family, had low- 
er-than-expected rates of cancer of the 
colon and rectum. 

Meat is also aged to increase flavor— 

this makes it a prime target as a cancer 
carrier. When an animal is slaughtered, 
its flesh immediately begins to putrefy, 
and after several days it turns a sickly 
gray-green. The meat industry masks 
this discoloration by adding nitrites and 
other preservatives. These substances 
make the meat appear red, butin recent 
years. many of them have repeatedly 
been shown to be carcinogenic. 
(3) To help feed the world’s starving 
people. A Harvard nutritionist, Jean 
Mayer, estimates that reducing meat 
production by just 10 percent would re- 
lease enough grain to feed 60 million 
people. United Nations Secretary Gen. 
Kurt Waldheim has admitted that meat 
consumption in the rich countries is the 
key cause for hunger around the world. 
And this is not simply meant to put 
meat-eaters on a guilt trip—these are 
documented facts. 


The need for eliminating the ineffi- 
cient conversions of plant food into 
animal products has been stressed by 
many prominent agriculturalists, such 
as A.H. Boerma, the Director General 
of the U.N/s Food and Agriculture 

/ continued on page 56 


‘Steve Cooper 


RELATIVE PER-ACRE YIELDS OF 
USABLE PROTEIN FROM VARIOUS, 


ace: FOOD SOURCES 
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Organization: "If we are to bring about 
a real improvement in the diet of the 
neediest, we must aim at a greater in- 
take of vegetable protein.” 

What prompts such statements is the 
fact that animals do not produce nearly 
as much edible protein as they take from 
the plants upon which they feed. For 
example, a steer provides man with 
only 43 pounds of protein per acre of 
land per year, while wheat supplies 269 
pounds of protein per acre of land per 
year. It’s simple arithmetic. By elimi- 
nating the meat-centered diet we could 
make much better use of productive 
land, thus providing more people with 
an adequate diet rich in proteins and 
the other essential food elements need- 
ed for good health. The following facts 
froma recentarticle in Vegetarian Times 
should convince even the most stalwart 
meat-eater: 


1,000 acres of soy beans yields 1,124 
pounds of usable protein. 

1,000 acres of rice yields 938 pounds 
of usable protein. 

1,000 acres of corn yields 1,009 pounds 
of usable protein. 

1,000 acres of wheat yields 1,043 
pounds of usable protein. 

And 1,000 acres of soy, corn, rice or 
wheat, when fed to a steer, will yield 
only about 125 pounds of usable protein. 


But, wait a minute! Aren't humans 
designed to be meat-eaters? And don't 
we require animal protein? 

The answer to both of the above 
questions is a resounding No! Although 
some historians and anthropologists say 
that manis historically omnivorous, our 
anatomical makeup—teeth, jaws, di- 
gestive system—favors a diet that shuns 
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and even is causatively related to such 
killer diseases as cancer and heart dis- 
ease. In order to obtain 45 grams of pro- 
tein a day from your diet you do not 
have to eat meat: you can get it froma 
100 percent vegetarian diet of a variety 
of grains, legumes, nuts, vegetables and 
fruits.” Dr. Airola goes on to suggest 
that the lacto-vegetarian diet (a vegetar- 
ian diet that includes dairy products) is 
the one most suitable for modern man. 

In 1838 a chemist named Mulder iso- 
lated a substance containing nitrogen, 
carbon, hydrogen, oxygen and some 
other minor elements. He claimed that 
this was the basis of life, and named it 
“protein,” meaning “first rank.” Grad- 
ually it was discovered that there was 
protein in every living thing; it is a bio- 
logical essentiality. And every living 
thing must ingest a certain amount of 
protein for sustenance. 

All proteins are composed of amino 
acids, “the building blocks of life.” 
Plants can synthesize amino acids from 
air, earth and water, but animals are de- 
pendent on plant protein, either direct- 
ly by eating the plant, or indirectly by 
eating an animal that has eaten the plant. 

‘There are noaminoacidsin flesh that 
the animal did not derive from the 
plant, and that man cannot also derive 
from the plant. When one eats foods 
from the plant kingdom, one will receive 
the amino acids in ideal combinations 
with the other substances that are es- 
sential to the proper utilization of pro- 
tein: carbohydrates, vitamins, minerals, 
enzymes, hormones, chlorophyll and 
more, as only plantscan supply. Indeed, 
it should not be overlooked that all pro- 
tein is made within the vegetable king- 
dom; it is only a matter of whether one 
wishes to obtain it direct, with great 


animal foods (as you can see from the 
chart below). 

"Why, then, does the body not reject 
meat?” one may ask. Actually, the body 
does reject meat—we've seen that 
rather clearly. The body is like a car. 
Abuse can shorten its life. The wrong 
kind of fuel will cause motor trouble. 
Improper maintenance will lead to in- 
adequate performance. Meat-cating 
may be compared to using the wrong 
kind of fuel—it may be a little while 
before your car shows signs of poor 
maintenance, but inevitably the mal- 
treatment takes its toll. 

‘One may still resist, “But everybody 
eats meat!” However, the American 
Dietetic Association notes that “most of 
mankind for most of human history has 
subsisted on vegetarian or near-vege- 
tarian diets.” Much of the world still 
lives that way. In America alone there 
are some 10 million vegetarians. And in 
places like India, most of their 800 mil- 
lion espouse the vegetarian ideal. 

‘As far as the protein question goes, 
the late Dr. Paavo Airola, one of the 
world's leading authorities on nutrition 
and natural biology, has conclusively 
deflated the erroneous idea that one 
needs exorbitant amounts of protein— 
or that one ingest animal protein as op- 
posed to vegetarian protein. Writes Dr. 
Airola, "The official daily recommen- 
dation for protein has gone down from 
the 150 grams recommended 20 years 
ago to only 45 grams today. Why? Be- 
cause (1) reliable worldwide research 
has shown that we do not need somuch 
protein, that the actual daily need is 
only 30-45 grams; and (2) that the pro- 
tein consumed in excess of the actual 
daily need is not only wasted, but actu- 
ally causes serious harm to the body 


MEATEATER LEAF-GRASS EATER PRUITEATER HUMAN BEINGS 
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economy, or secondhand, by eating the 
flesh of an animal that has already eaten 
a tremendous amount of vegetable pro- 
teins in order to reach slaughter weight. 

In the early 1950s a group of scientists 
labeled the protein derived from a 
meat-centered diet as “first-class,” and 
the protein derived from fresh vegeta- 
bles (and the like) as "second-class." 
These labels, however, have long since 
been given a special label themselves— 
"fallacious"! This distinction is no long- 
er made. 

It is, however, essential that a vege- 
tarian knows what foods will give him 
an adequate supply of protein in terms 
‘of food combination. That is to say, one 
must know how to combine foods with 
the intention of getting “complete” pro- 
teins. This happens quite naturally 
though. When one eats peanut butter, it 
is generally smeared on bread; thus, a 
generous amount of protein is taken in 
(providing, of course, that whole-grain 
bread is used). Let me explain how this 
works: 

Once again, proteins are composed 
of smaller particles known as "amino 
acids.” When one ingests foods contain- 
ing protein, the body processes break 
them down into their constituentamino 
acids, which are then utilized individu- 
ally or reassembled into the protein 
that the body needs. 

There are about 22 known amino 
acids. Fourteen of these are "non-essen- 
tial," whereas eight of them are vitally 
"essential." One should keep in mind 
that the word “essential,” in this regard, 
simply means that we cannot manufac- 
ture them naturally within the body— 
we must get them from our food. The 
so-called nonessential amino acids are 
also essential—but we do not call them 
that because we do not have to go to 
some extraneous place to get them, 
they are naturally manufactured within 
the body. 

Since one does not have to worry 
about obtaining the nonessential amino 
acids, here isa list of the essential amino 
acids (those which must be gotten from 
cour foods): 

Leucine 
Isoleucine 
Valine 

Lysine 
Tryptophan 
Threonine 
Methionine 
Phenylalanine 

Allof these amino acids must appear 
at any given meal in the right propor- 
tions in order to be properly utilized as. 
protein. This is why meat was consid- 
ered a first-class protein food in the 
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1950s—it has all eight essential amino 
acids in the proper proportions. Never- 
theless, nutritionists are now agreeing 
that this is no reason to say that meat 
protein is superior to a vegetarian's 
source of protein. After all, soybeans, 
sprouts and milk also have the proper 
amino-acid content. 

Further, one might take peanuts, to 
return to our example, and claim that 
they are inferior to meat from an “ami- 
no-acid point of view"; peanuts are 
lacking certain amino acids. Yet, if we 
add whole-grain bread to those pea- 
nuts, as in a peanut-butter sandwich, 
we change the whole story. Indeed, 
now we have something superior to 
meat—from a nutritional standpoint. 
The amino acids of all cereals (like 
breads) are complementary to the ami- 
no acids of legumes (like peanuts), so if 
they were eaten at the same meal, as 
they normally are, there would be plen- 
ty of protein for the body to use. Not 
only is it now a food rich in protein, but 
it is a source of a wonderful medley of 
nutrients. All such combined vegetari- 
an dishes are not only superior because 
of their protein content, but also be- 
cause they now have nutrients which 
are completely lacking in meat—vita- 
mins, minerals and enzymes. 

In general, the rule for combining 
high-protein vegetarian dishes is this: 
cereals (breads, pasta, wheat germ, etc.) 
with legumes (soybeans, lentils, pea- 
nuts, etc.) at the same meal. Or combine 
nuts and seeds with legumes; or, even 
cereals with nuts and seeds will do. If 
you add milk products to your diet, 
there is even less of a chance of a pro- 
tein problem; milk has all of the essen- 
tial amino acids. 

“All right,” you may say, “a person. 
can live on a vegetarian diet—and it 
may even be that it is healthier than 
meat-eating—but I like eating meat." Dr. 
Airola gives a good explanation of 
man’s curious addiction to meat. “Meat, 
especially red meat, contains many poi- 
sons, including a large amount of uric 
acid, which actsasacommonaddictive, 
similar to nicotine, caffeine, et cetera, 
creating a constant craving for more. If 
you were to stop eating meat, you may 
initially experience some withdrawal 
symptoms and cravings until your body 
excretes all the poisons. Then the crav- 
ing will disappear." A step-by-step out- 
line for overcoming one's addiction to 
meat is eloquently described in The 
Higher Taste (available from BBT, 3764 
Watseka Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90034; 
$3), and this book contains many reci- 
pes for the fledgling vegetarian. 

In another good book, Poisons in Your 


Body, Gary and Steven Null give us an 
inside look at the latest gimmicks used 
in the corporate-owned “animal facto- 
ries’—things that are liable to make one 
think twice before buying another 
steak or ham. "The animals are kept 
alive and fattened by continuous ad- 
ministration of tranquilizers, hormones, 
antibiotics and 2,700 other drugs," they 
write. "The process starts even before 
birth and continues long after death. 
Although these drugs will still be pres- 
ent in the meat when you eat it, the law 
does not require that they be listed on 
the package.” 

Since meat inspectors generally 
spend only seconds with each carcass, 
many concealed, inaccessible tumors 
or diseased tissues often go undetected. 
And even the United States Department 
of Agriculture approved standards may 
shock you. For example, the govern- 
ment permits the sale of chickens with 
airsacculitis, a pneumonialike disease 
that causes pus-laden mucus to collect 
in the lungs. When the chicken's chest 
cavities are cleaned out with air-suction 
guns, these diseased air sacks burst and 
pus seeps into the meat. 

Those persons who are vegetarians 
for ethical reasons believe that if every 
meat-eater witnessed the slaughtering 
process, nearly all would convert to 
vegetarianism overnight. Briefly stat- 
ed—avoiding all the gruesome details— 
hogs are forced on to a conveyor belt 
with an electric prod (which is capable 
of producing first-degree burns). The 
conveyor takes the animal through a 
chamber of carbon-dioxide gas which 
renders it unconscious. As it leaves the 
chamber, it is brought on the belt to the 
"sticker" whose job it is to cut the ani- 
mals throat. For other large animals, 
most slaughter-houses use a device 
which gives the animal a high-voltage 
electric shock, or use mechanical stun- 
ners which penetrate the skull and 
brain. 

It is interesting to note that people 
from primarily vegetarian cultures have 
been eating the properly combined 
foods since time immemorial. Call it in- 
stinct or divine providence—but in 
countries like India and China, where 
they naturally turn toa diet of rice and 
split-pea soup, or in South America, 
where the staple food is rice and beans, 
they are, and for centuries have been, 
eating the properly combined foods. 

‘The largest concentration of vegetar- 
ians in the world is found in India, the 
homeland of Buddhism and Hinduism. 
Buddhism, in fact, began as a reaction 
to widespread animal slaughter that 

continued on page 79 
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“PALLINGHURST BARROW” 


What would compel Rudolph Reeve to revisit that 
desolate barrow on the very eve that, legend has it, the 
Ghost-King craved a human sacrifice? His poet's soul, a thirst for 
adventure and a hefty dose of Cannabis indica. A dope 
tale of antiquity. by Grant Allen 


T. author of “Pallinghurst Barrow," 
Charles Grant Blairfindie Allen (1848- 
99), was a prolific writer of novels, short 
stories, historical guides and popular- 
science books at the end of the 19th- 
century. He was an atheist, Communist 
and evolutionist, and he adopted uncriti- 
cally all the doctrines, myths and preju- 
dices associated with Darwinism. Like 
many of his time, he was convinced that 
white people, Englishmen in particular, 
were superior to all others. 

The evolutionist faith which produced 
Grant Allen's racial chauvinism was also 
responsible for the low view he took of 
prehistoric life and the megalith build- 
‘ers—a view which lingers on among 
professional archaeologists to this day. 
In ‘Pallinghurst Barrow” the subhuman 
mound-dwellers are depicted in accor- 
dance with the Darwinian myth, and 
they also illustrate the theories of an- 
other of Allen's contemporaries, David 
MacRitchie, author of The Testimony 
of Tradition, who claimed that legends 
of gnomes and fairies at megalithic sites 
derived from memories of an ancient, de- 
generate race that once inhabited them. 

By today’s standards, Grant Allen 
seems a monster of prejudice, but he 
merely reflected the fashionable notions 
of his time, and his contemporaries 
spoke highly of him. Among his friends 
were many leading Victorian scientists 
and writers, including Herbert Spencer, 
Richard Proctor and the folklorist, 
Edward Clodd. Even his literary oppo- 
nents, who objected to Allen's naive 
“explaining-away” of human religious 
instincts, liked and respected him as an 
individual. He was certainly a lively 
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storyteller, and “Pallinghurst Barrow’ is 
a delightful example of that rare class of 
literature, about the influence of Canna- 
bis indica on megalithic fantasies. 


Racor Reeve sat by himself on 
the Old Long Barrow on Pallinghurst 
Common. It was a September evening, 
and the sun was setting. The west was 
all aglow with a mysterious red light, 
very strange and lurid—a light that re- 
flected itself in glowing purple on the 
dark brown heather and the lying brack- 
en. Rudolph Reeve wasa journalist and 
a man of science, but he had a poet's 
soul for all that, in spite of his avoca- 
tions, neither of which is usually thought 
to tend towards the spontaneous devel- 
opment of a poetic temperament. He 
sat there long, watching the livid hues 
that incarnadined the sky—redder and 
fiercer than anything he ever remem- 
bered to have seen since the famous 
year of the Krakatoa sunsets—though 
he knew it was getting late, and he ought 
to have gone back long since to the 
manor-house to dress for dinner. Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton, his hostess, the fa- 
mous Woman's Rights woman, was 
always such a stickler for punctuality 
and dispatch, and all the other unfemi- 
nine virtues! But, in spite of Mrs. Bou- 
verie-Barton, Rudolph Reeve sat on. 
‘There was something about that sunset 
and the lights on the bracken—some- 
thing weird and unearthly—that posi- 
tively fascinated him. 

The view over the Common, which 
stands high and exposed, a veritable 
waste of heath and gorse, is strikingly 
wide and expansive. Pallinghurst Ring, 


or the “Old Long Barrow," a well-known 
landmark, familiar by that name from 
time immemorial to all the country- 
side, crowns its actual summit, and 
commands from its top the surround- 
ing hills far into the shadowy heart of 
Hampshire. On its terraced slope Ru- 
dolph sat and gazed out, with all the 
artistic pleasure of a poet or a painter 
(for he was a little of both) in the exqui- 
site flush of the dying reflections from 
the dying sun upon the dying heather. 
He sat and wondered to himself why 
death is always so much more beauti- 
ful, so much more poetical, so much 
calmer than life—and why you invari- 
ably enjoy things so very much better 
when you know you ought to be dress- 
ing for dinner. 

He was just going to rise, however, 
dreading the lasting wrath of Mrs. Bou- 
verie-Barton, when of a sudden a very 
weird yet definite feeling caused him 
for one moment to pause and hesitate. 
Why he felt it he knew not; but even as 
he sat there on the grassy tumulus, cov- 
ered close with short sward of subter- 
ranean clover, that curious, cunning 
plant that buries its own seeds by auto- 
matic action, he was aware, through no 
external sense, but by pure internal 
consciousness, of something or other 
living and moving within the barrow. 
He shut his cyesand listened. No; fancy, 
pure fancy! Not a sound broke the still- 
ness of early evening, save the drone of 
insects—those dying insects, now be- 
ginning to fail fast before the first chill 
breath of approaching autumn. Rudolph 
opened his eyes again and looked down 
onthe ground. In the little boggy hollow 


by his feet innumerable plants of sun- 
dew spread their murderous rosettes of 
sticky red leaves, all bedewed with vis- 
cid gum, to catch and roll round the 
struggling flies that wrenched their tiny 
limbs in vain efforts to free themselves. 
But that was all. Nothing else was astir. 
Inspite of sight and sound, however, he 
was still deeply thrilled by this strange 
consciousness as of something living 
and moving in the barrow underneath; 
something living and moving—or was 
it moving and dead? Something crawl- 
ing and creeping, as the long arms of 
the sundews crawled and crept around 
the helpless flies, whose juices they 
sucked out. A weird and awful feeling, 
yet strangely fascinating! He hated the 
vulgar necessity for going back to din- 
ner. Why do people dine at all? So ma- 
terial! So commonplace! And the uni- 


verse all teeming with strange secrets to 
unfold! He knew not why, but a fierce 
desire possessed his soul to stop and 
give way to this overpowering sense of 
the mysterious and the marvelous in 
the dark depths of the barrow. 

With an effort he roused himself, and 
put on his hat, which he had been hold- 
ing in his hand, for his forehead was 
burning. The sun had now long set, and 
Mrs. Bouverie-Barton dined at 7:30 
punctually. He must rise and go home. 
Something unknown pulled him down 
to detain him, Once more he paused 
and hesitated, He was nota superstitious 
man, yet it seemed to him as if many 
strange shapes stood by unseen, and 
watched with great eagerness to see 
whether he would rise and go away, or 
yield to the temptation of stopping and 


indulging his curious fancy. Strange!— 


he saw and heard absolutely nobody 
and nothing; yet he dimly realized that 
unseen figures were watching him 
close with bated breath, and anxiously 
observing his every movement, as if 
intent to know whether he would rise 
and move on, or remain to investigate 
this causeless sensation. 

For a minute or two he stood irreso- 
lute; and alll the time he so stood the un- 
seen bystanders held their breath and 
looked on in an agony of expectation. 
He could feel their outstretched necks, 
he could picture their strained atten- 
tion. Atlast he broke away. "Thisisnon- 
sense,” he said aloud to himself, and 
turned slowly homeward. As he did so, 
adeep sigh, as of suspense relieved, but 
relieved in the wrong direction, seemed 
to rise—unheard, impalpable, spiritu- 
al—from the invisible crowd that gath- 
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ered around him immaterial. Clutched 
hands seemed to stretch after him and 
try to pull him back. An unreal throng 
of angry and disappointed creatures 
seemed to follow him over the moor, 
uttering speechless imprecations on his 
head, in some unknown tongue—inef- 
fable, inaudible. This horrid sense of 
being followed by unearthly foes took 
absolute possession of Rudolph's mind. 
It might have been merely the lurid 
redness of the afterglow, or the loneli- 
ness of the moor, or the necessity for 
being back not one minute late for Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton's dinner hour; but, at 
any rate, he lost all self-control for the 
moment, and ran—ran wildly, at the 
very top of his speed, all the way from 
the barrow to the door of the manor- 
house garden. There he stopped and 
looked round with a painful sense of his 
‘own stupid cowardice. This was posi- 
tively childish: he had seen nothing, 
heard nothing, had nothing definite to 
frighten him; yet he had run from his 
own mental shadow, like the veriest 
schoolgirl, and was trembling still from 
the profundity of his sense that some- 
body unseen was pursuing and follow- 
ing him. “Whata precious fool I am,” he 
said to himself, half angrily, "to be so 
terrified at nothing! I'll go round there 
by-and-by, just to recover my self-re- 
spect, and to show, at least, I'm not really 
frightened.” 

And even as he said it he was inter- 
nally aware that his baffled foes, stand- 
ing grinning their disappointment with 
gnashed teeth at the garden gate, gavea 
chuckle of surprise, delight and satis- 
faction at his altered intention. 


There's nothing like light for dispel- 
ling superstitious terrors. Pallinghurst 
Manor-house was fortunately supplied 
with electric light; for Mrs. Bouverie- 
Barton was nothing if not intensely 
modern. Long before Rudolph had fin- 
ished dressing for dinner, he was smiling 
once more to himself at his foolish con- 
duct. Never in his life before—at least, 
since he was 20—had he done such a 
thing; and he knew why hed done it 
now. It was nervous breakdown. He 
had been overworking his brainin town 
‘with those elaborate calculations for his 
Fortnightly article on "The Present State 
of Chinese Finances,” and Sir Arthur 
Boyd, the famous specialist on diseases 
of the nervous system, had earned three 
honest guineas cheap by recommend- 
ing him “a week or two's rest and change 
in the country." That was why he had 
accepted Mrs. Bouverie-Barton's invita- 
tion to form part of her brilliant autumn 
party at Pallinghurst Manor; and that 
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was also doubtless why he had been so 
absurdly frightened at nothing at all 
just now on the Common. Memoran- 
dum: Never to overwork his brain in 
future; it doesn't pay. And yet, in these 
days, how earn bread and cheese at lit- 
erature without overworking it? 

He went down to dinner, however, in 
very good spirits. His hostess was kind; 
she permitted him to take in that pretty 
American. Conversation with the soup 
turned at once on the sunset. Conversa- 
tion with the soup is always on the low- 
est and most casual plane; it improves 
with the fish, and reaches its culmina- 
tion with the sweets and the cheese; 
after which it declines again tothe fruity 
level. “You were on the barrow about 
seven, Mr. Reeve,” Mrs. Bouverie-Bar- 
ton observed severely, when he spoke 
of the afterglow, “You watched that 
sunset close, How fast you must have 
walked home! I was almost half afraid 
you were going to be late for dinner.” 

Rudolph colored up slightly; ‘twas a 
girlish trick, unworthy of a journalist; 
but still he had it. “Oh, dear, no, Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton,’ he answered gravely. 
“Tmay be foolish, but not, I hope, crim- 
inal. I know better than to do anything 
so weak and wicked as that at Palling- 
hurst Manor. I do walk rather fast, and 
the sunset—well, the sunset was just 
too lovely.” 

"Blegant,” the pretty American inter- 
posed, in her own language. 

"Tt always is, this night every year," 
little Joyce said quietly, with the air of 
one who retails a well-known scientific 
fact. "It's the night, you know, when 
the light burns bright on the Old Long 
Barrow.’ 

Joyce was Mrs. Bouverie-Barton's 
only child—a frail and pretty little crea- 
ture, just 12 years old, very light and 
falrylke’ bit williastnge cowed look 
which, nevertheless, somehow curi- 
ously became her. 

"What nonsense you talk, my child!” 
her mother exclaimed, darting a look at 
Joyce which made her relapse forth- 
with into instant silence. "I'm ashamed 
of her, Mr. Reeve; they pick up such 
nonsense as this from their nurses.” For 
Mrs. Bouverie-Barton was modern, 
and disbelieved in everything. 'Tis a 
simple creed; one clause concludes it. 

But the child's words, though lightly 
whispered, had caught the quick ear of 
Archie Cameron, the distinguished 
electrician, He madea spring upon them 
at once, for the merest suspicion of the 
supernatural was to Cameron irresist- 
ible. "What's that, Joyce?" he cried, 
leaning forward across the table. "No, 
Mrs. Bouverie-Barton, I really must hear 


it. What day is this today, and what's 
that you just said about the sunset and 
the light on the Old Long Barrow?" 

Joyce glanced pleadingly at her moth- 
er, and then again at Cameron. A very 
faint nod gave her grudging leave to 
proceed with her tale, under maternal 
disapprobation; for Mrs. Bouverie-Bar- 
ton didn’t carry her belief in Woman's 
Rights quite so far as to apply them to 
the case of her own daughter. We must 
draw a line somewhere. Joyce hesitated 
and began. "Well, this is the night, you 
know," she said, "when the sun turns, 
or stands still, or crosses the tropic, or 
goes back again or something.” 

Mrs. Bouverie-Barton gavea dry little 
cough. "The autumnal equinox,” she in- 
terposed severely, "at which, of course, 
the sun does nothing of the sort you 
suppose. We shall have to have your as- 
tronomy looked after, Joyce, such igno- 
rance is exhaustive. But goon with your 
myth, please, and get it over quickly.” 

"The autumnal equinox, that's just 
it’ Joyce went on, unabashed. "I re- 
member that's the word, for old Rachel, 
the gypsy, told me so. Well, on this day 
every year, a sort of glow comes up on 
the moor. Oh! I know it does, mother, 
for I've seen it myself, and the rhyme 
about it goes— 


"Every year on Michael's night 
“'Pallinghurst Barrow burneth 


bright! 


"Only the gypsy told me it was Baal’s 
night before it was St. Michael's, and it 
‘was somebody else's night, whose name 
I forget, before it was Baal's. And the 
somebody wasa god towhom you must 
never sacrifice anything with iron, but 
always with flint or witha stone hatchet” 

Cameron leaned back in his chair 
and surveyed the child critically. "Now, 
this is interesting,” he said, "profoundly 
interesting. For here we get, what is 
always so much wanted, firsthand evi- 
dence. And you're quite sure, Joyce, 
you've really seen it?” 

"Oh! Mr. Cameron, how can you?" 
Mrs. Bouverie-Barton cried, quite pet- 
tishly; for even advanced ladies are still 
feminine enough at times to be distinct- 
ly pettish. I take the greatest trouble to 
keep all such rubbish out of Joyce's way, 
and then you men of science come down 
here and talk like this to her and undo 
all the good I've taken months in doing.” 

“Well, whether Joyce has ever seen it 
or not,” Rudolph Reeve said gravely, “I 
can answer for it myself that I saw a 
very curious light on the Long Barrow 
tonight; and, furthermore, I felt a most 
peculiar sensation.” 


“What was that?" Cameron asked, 
bending over towards him eagerly. For 
all the world knows that Carheron, 
though a disbeliever in most things 
(except the Brush light), still retains a 
quaint tinge of Highland Scotch belief 
in a good ghost story. 

“Why, as I was sitting on the barrow,’ 
Rudolph began, "just after sunset, I was 
dimly conscious of something stirring 
inside, not visible or audible, but—' 

"Oh, I know, I know!" Joyce put in, 
leaning forward, with her eyes staring 
curiously, "A sort of a feeling that there 
was somebody somewhere, very faint 
and dim, though you couldn't see or 
hear them. They tried to pull you down, 
clutching at you like this; and when 
you ran away, frightened, they seemed 
to follow you and jeer at you. Great gib- 
bering creatures! Oh, I know what all 
that is! I've been there, and felt it.” 

“Joyce!” Mrs. Bouverie-Barton put in 
with a warning frown, “what nonsense 
you talk! You're really too ridiculous. 
How can you suppose Mr. Reeve ran 
away—a man of science like him—from 
an imaginary terror?" 

“Well, I won't quite say I ran away," 
Rudolph answered, somewhat sheep- 
ishly. "We never do admit these things, 
I suppose, after twenty. But I certainly 
did hurry home at the very top of my 
speed—not to be late for dinner, you 
know, Mrs. Bouverie-Barton. And I will 
admit, Joyce, between you and me only, 
I was conscious by the way of some- 
thing very much like your grinning fol- 
lowers behind me." 


Inthe drawing room, a little later, asmall 
group collected by the corner bay, re- 
motest from Mrs. Bouverie-Barton's 
own presidential chair, to hear Rudolph 
and Joyce compare experiences on the 
light above the barrow. When the two 
dreamers of dreams and seers of visions 
had finished, Mrs. Bruce, the esoteric 
Buddhist and hostess of Mahatmas 
(they often dropped in on her, it was 
said, quite informally, for afternoon tea) 
‘opened the floodgates of her torrent 
speech with triumphant vehemence. 
“This is just what I should have expect- 
ed," she said, looking round for a skep- 
tic, that she might turn and rend him, 
“Novalis was right. Children are early 
men. They are freshest from the truth. 
‘They come straight to us from the In- 
finite. Little souls just let loose from the 
free expanse of God's sky see more than 
we adults do—at least, except a few of 
us. We ourselves, what are we but act 
mulated layers of phantasmata? Spi 
light rarely breaks in upon our grimed 
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“IR” ’s SIXTH ANNUAL 
CONNOISSEUR AWARDS 


It was time to pack in the Herbies, “R” thought. Nothing worth 

smoking, let alone honoring. But then he ran into some Californian 
Neo-Colombian and one Phantom Gold Ounce and the revolving 
doors of perception spun off their hinges. 


i seemed like a ridiculous idea at first 
A gimmick. But thank God for gim- 
micks like this. Without it there just 
wouldn't be any dope awards this year. 
The situation was too dismal. Boring. 
Not just boring, but deeply, intense- 
ly, profoundly, depressingly boring. It 
seemed to me, your Connoisseur, that 
the Age of Marijuana was over. That it 
was better not to smoke anything at all 
than to subject yourself to the worthless 
weed that had flooded the market. Te- 
dious Thai. Soporific sinsemilla. Hum- 
drum Hawaiian. Inane indica. Crash- 
ingly boring Colombian. You name it, I 
smoked it and hated it. Then I stopped 
smoking it entirely. I couldn't stand be- 
ing bored and annoyed and then an- 
noyed at being bored and then being 
bored at being 

Well, you get the picture. I was ready 
to close down the dope awards com- 
pletely. And then I ran into the gimmick 

It's probably not a great enough 
gimmick to save marijuana from the 
extinction it's current dismal state of 
quality deserves, but at least it's a re- 
minder of the greatness that once was, 
and how far we've fallen from the Gol- 
den Age when grass was at least worth 
the price of the matches used to bum 
it up. 

Still, when I first heard about it, it 
seemed like nothing more thana selling 
rap, a dealer's line, a hype, a probably 
fraudulent myth designed to raise the 
price of some ordinary sinsemilla. Of 
course, there are gimmicks and there 
are gimmicks. I admit I was skeptical 
about the Mount St. Helens volcanic- 
ash-grown-grass when it was finally 
presented to me several years ago. 

You remember the Mount St. Helens 
gimmick, don't you? That was when 
this strange emissary of fanatic canna- 
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bis alchemists came to me witha story. 
He claimed that in the aftermath of the 
huge volcanic explosion up in Oregon 
that year, his crew snuck some trans- 
port trucks up the still-smoking slopes 
to cart away the warm lava fresh from 
the center of the earth, that they then 
hauled it down to Mexico where it was 
planted with the soil of the original Aca- 
pulco Gold seeds to create an explosive- 
ly potent pot hybrid. Well, it sounded 
like a load of lava to me when [ heard it. 
But then I saw the golden stalks of ganja 
the mysterious alchemist gave me to 
taste. And I tasted it. And knew that all 
the effort was worthwhile. 

When I heard about this neo-Colom- 
bian gimmick I was similarly skeptical 
Here's how it was presented to me. 

“Wait till you smoke this stuff, ‘R/ 
‘These people I know—very classy Cali- 
fornia growers—they decided to raise 
the stakes, make a quantum leap, really 
go for it with some superspecial Santa 
Marta Gold seed strains they'd been hy- 
bridizing with Thai way back in the 
redwoods. So, what they did was take 
these seeds and go down to Colombia 
with them. Found the elite heavy- 
weights of Santa Marta Gold growers. 
Guys whod retired, made enough mo- 
ney to go exclusively into the antique 
smuggling business, neo-Colombian 
figures, You make more on one of them 
than you do on whole planeloads of 
grass. But they were persuaded to go 
back to the fields for one last trip. Per- 
suaded by smoking this California hy- 
brid of their own seeds. They saw the 
potential. So they quietly arranged for a 
few fields to be reopened, on the north 
side of the mountain. Perfect soil, the 
same soil that produced the most beau- 
tiful blond Santa Marta Golds of the 
early '70s. And then they let the Cali- 


fornia cannabis freaks loose. And this is 
the result." 

Like I say, I was skeptical. But it's my 
job as the Ralph Nader of cannabis cul- 
ture to test such ridiculous claims and 
expose them for the hype they are. Well, 
I took two puffs and realized this was 
going to be a bit more complicated than. 
a simple exposé. Something was going 
on. If I hadn't given up on getting high 
from grass these days, I'd be tempted to 
say I was getting high. I tried to dismiss 
the idea. But it began to insinuate itself 
into my consciousness with a certain 
seductive insistency. 

Finally, I had to concede. This vege- 
table matter, these alleged California 
seeds, allegedly replanted in their na- 
tive Colombia, were actually getting 
me high. And suddenly I realized with 
dismay that everything I'd been tasting 
for the past two years—with the one- 
time exception of the Filipino "Thrilla 
from Manila” weed—had been bogus. 
Oregano. Maybe not genetically oreg- 
ano, but about as much like real mari- 
juana used to be as Hamburger Helper 
is to prime sirloin. At last, here was 
the beef. 

T began to remember what it was like 
to get high. A certain euphoria. A de- 
lighted attentiveness to the wonder of 
“ordinary” phenomena. A feeling of 
exhilaration, pleasure in human com- 
panionship, elevated philosophical per- 
spective, a feeling of warmth and com- 
passion for fellow humans, sensual 
synesthesia, excitement, arousal. Now, 
T'm the kind of guy who’ naturally high 
on life itself. Just ask anybody. I don't, 
strictly speaking, need grass to get me 
to the state of these feelings. But, every 
once ina while, you can forget the joy 
of pure being, and it's nice to know 
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Ej. reading this is either smoking or not. I mean 
actively not smoking and feeling superior. The smokers 
are feeling guilty. Or have been made to feel guilty by the 
antismoking propaganda issued by folks with tobacco 
phobias. It is the same as if people with fear of heights 
prevented others from building skyscrapers. Or if claustro- 
phobics seized control of the media and made it difficult 
for fans to gather together for their sport events because 

of their fear of crowds. 


VIVA TOBACCO 


“A cigarette is the perfect type of pleasure,” old Oscar Wilde 
once said. “It is exquisite and it leaves one unsatisfied. What 
more can one want?” In defense of the Goddess Nicotine. 


I won't bore you with the usual list of tobacco-culture 
heroes. Suffice to say Sir Walter Raleigh brought back 

a tobacco leaf from America and presented it to Queen 
Elizabeth I of England. Less well known is that Sir James 
Barrie, author of the immortal Peter Pan, wrote another 
book called Lady Nicotine (London, 1890). In it he insists: 
“When Raleigh, in honour of whom England should have 
changed her name, introduced tobacco into this country, 
the glorious Elizabethan Age began. I know, | feel that 
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with the introduction of tobacco, England woke up froma 
long sleep. Suddenly a new zest had been given to life. The 
glory of existence became a thing to speak of. Men who 
hitherto only concerned themselves with narrow things at 
home, puta pipe into their mouth and became philos- 
ophers. Poets and dramatists smoked until all ignoble ideas 
were driven from them, and into their place rushed such 
high thoughts as the world had not known before.” 


Before the Battle of Antietam, General Robert E. Lee's 
battle plans were found by a Union officer, wrapped 
around cigars. Asa result, Maryland was lost. Barney 
Barnato {née Isaacs), fled England to avoid prosecution for 
theft. He came to South Africa with 60 boxes of cigars, 
sold them and bought a few rough diamonds with the 
profits; the humble beginnings of the De Beers diamond 
monopoly. Then there is Samuel Gompers. The Dutch 
cigar-roller who emigrated to America, founded the trade- 
union movement there and led the A.F. of L. from 1886 

to 1924. 


From New World to Old. From Old World to New. To- 
bacco has been a medium for visible historical changes, 
some even beneficial. But people are funny. They say, "I 
should stop smoking” Why? 

They say, “Smoking is unhealthy." My experience is the 
opposite. Obesity is ugly, the cause and symptom of many 
ills. When at college, I lived in blind fear about graduating, 
like everyone else. I didn’t smoke then. I ate. I gained 40 
pounds eating cheeseburger subs with plenty of fried 
onions. I was so fat my thighs had trouble passing each 
other on curves. Then I started smoking tobacco; I lost 
weight. Now, almost three decades later, I have the same 
slim figure I had when I was sweet 16. A photographer I 
know went to an expensive acupuncturist to get herself to 
stop smoking. It worked. Now she doesn’t smoke three 
packs of cigarettes every day. Oh, no! Now she eats seven 
thick pieces of bread and honey before going to bed. 
Pleasant dreams. As it is said: “Cancer, shmanser, as long 
as you got your health.” Tobacco-smoking, inexplicably, is 
a protection against Parkinson's disease. Smokers can 
reduce the chance of lung cancer by as much as 40 per- 
cent, according to the controversial radio broadcaster Paul 
Harvey, simply by eating carrots. And in a report from the 
American Cancer Society's journal, the authors—Dr. Arthur 
Mashburg of the Veterans Medical Center and Dr. 
Lawrence Garfinkel of the American Cancer Society— 
claim that the risk of mouth cancer for whiskey drinkers 
was more than three times the risk for heavy smokers. 
Winston Churchill and Groucho Marx, the two most 
famous cigar smokers of our century, both lived to be 
over 80 years old. 

Smoking, they say, is an antisocial substitution; an oral 
fixation due to some unresolved conflict with one's mother, 
or as evidence of a misspent youth. These sophisms are 
debunked by the American anarcho-pacifist Paul Goodman 
(1911-1972), the author of the best-selling Growing up 
Absurd, and famous in the ‘60s as a social critic in half a 
dozen disciplines—sociology, psychology, community plan- 
ning, education and so on. In a posthumously published 
novel, Don Juan: or, The Continuum of the Libido (Santa 
Barbara, 1979), Goodman imagines an old man, "...A 
Smoker, who hopes to cure himself by discovering what 
lust it is that smoking is a surrogate for. The Don encour: 
ages him in this delusion of endless symbolization. But it is 
just the Tobacco itself that his body desires." 
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“But, but,” they say, “tobacco is an expensive personal 
luxury, a form of conspicuous consumption, a misallocation 
of resources.” I say, “Rubbish!” In the 16th century tobacco 
was valued with silver, ounce for ounce. In all prisons 
today, cigarettes are the standard medium of exchange, 
store of value, and in that way resemble the earlier, truer 
money system where the exchange value was derived 
wholly from the material substance of which the money 
was made and not from the politically authorized inscrip- 
tions stamped on base metal and paper. And as fate would 
have it, at this moment, together with one hundred million 
other people listening to the BBC World Service, I hear a 
naive world-improver drone: "Thirty-five million people 
could be fed on the acreage now used for the tobacco 
crop." A nice enough thought, but in this case improb- 
able—and not even funny. Does the man speaking on the 
radio seriously believe the tobacco acreage would, or could, 
grow foodstuffs? More likely, winter strawberries for the 
rich few. Meanwhile, whole districts of the marginally 
poor in Virginia, North Carolina, Algeria, Turkey, Zimbabwe 
and Brazil would be made terminally destitute. It is typical 
of the causists for the Third World growth industry that in 
trying to improve the world, they only made matters worse. 


Why do people who are most opposed to my smoking 
get furious when I say the same things about their pet 
dogs? I hate dogs. They are a dirty, unhealthy, antisocial, 
nincompoop financial luxury. So there! 


Nonsmokers exposed to cigarette smoke, so the story 

goes, run as much risk of developing long-term lung 
damage. This is the innocent-bystander argument. I might 
riposte, as an existentialist: no one is innocent, all victims 
are eligible—Or, as a social democrat: separate but equal is 
a cruel contradiction—Or, as a centralist: a house divided 


against itself cannot stand, it cannot endure half smoking 
sections and half nonsmoking sections, it will become all 
one thing or the other—Or, as a sentimentalist militant: the 
lines are clearly drawn, on one side the beloved chain- 
smoking Golda Meier, on the other Adolf Hitler, the com- 
plete tyrant, a nonsmoker who forbade anyone to smoke 
in his presence. Let's just say, the nonsmoker's fears are 
exaggerated. A study recently published by the New 
England Journal of Health reports examining the smoking 
habits of 2,100 people over a 10-year period. Researchers 
James White and Dr. Herman Froeb of the University of 
California in San Diego found that nonsmokers only suffer 
as much as light smokers, and smokers who do not inhale, 
or anyone in a smoky environment. But, okay. I concede 
One might even accept the innocent-bystander's peevish- 
ness—but only from people who do not drive automobiles. 


Ilike to smoke tobacco. Every way. In pipes. As cigars. My 
regular everyday smoke is a nonfiltered cigarette of blond 
tobacco. But any way, in any form—aromatic, blended, 
blond or black—I like tobacco. It is my hobby. It is less 
expensive than therapists and less dangerous than tran- 
quilizers. I like smoking cigarettes because it makes me 
cough; besides bicycle riding, coughing is the only exercise 
I get. I like feeling nebulous. The fragrant smoke coursing 
luxuriously through my lungs makes me feel as if a still- 
unformed, not-known sense is reaching for expression out 
of the depths of myself. I like the decorative natural earthy 
stains on my fingers; it's better than nail polish, or hair 
dyes. I like having something to do with my hands other 
than m—t—bating. 


People outside the charmed circle of tobacco smokers 
are innocent of its class struggles. Cigar smokers are the 
acknowledged aristocrats, I remember being at a party a 


few weeks ago. I had a cigarette in my hand. An author of 
books on herbal cosmetics offered me a slim cigar. "Take it 
for later,’ she said, with a flirtatiously superior smile. I 
took it, knowing I was being offered a treat by my betters. 
On the other end of the scale are the plebians—those that 
smoke mentholfiltered cigarettes. They too are aware of 
their lowly station. Have you ever noticed when you ask 
one of these smokers for a cigarette, they reply with 
embarrassment, “Oh, yes. ..if you don't mind. .. it’s 

a menthol!?” 

Contemporary pipe smokers? They stand apart. Like 
some vast middle-class bulge in the bell curve. At any rate, 
they are as much interested in smoking paraphernalia—the 
pipes, and divers, mysterious instruments for cleaning and 
polishing—as the tobacco smoked. 


In the asymptotically infinite iconography of tobacco smok- 
ing—-ranging from the Mayan Codices to moderns like 
Robert Motherwell, Sandro Chia and Edward Hopper— 
two Dutch paintings stand out. One for. One against. The 
latter is Vincent van Gogh “Skull with a Burning Ciga- 
rette,” painted in 1885. A greenish white skeleton shown 
from the chest up, and on a somber background. Between 
the teeth of the grinning skull there it is: a burning ciga- 
rete. An art-college joke which has become the prototype 
for most, if not all, visual propaganda issued by tobacco 
phobics. In contrast with this grim cliché is Kees Maks’ 
“Summer's Joy,” painted in 1910. It depicts a man and three 
women dressed in fin de siécle attire with large flowerly 
hats, grouped around a table in the shade of an otherwise 
sun-drenched green garden. The man, wearing a panama 
hat and Henry James brown suit, is seated, and offers to 
light the cigarette of a woman standing next to him. An- 
other woman, seated at the table, cheers on the third 
woman who is standing in the right forefront of the paint- 
ing. She stands, one hand on her hip, looking mischievously 
at us—the viewers—and provocatively holding a cigarette 
to her lips. The painting radiates with light, with the de- 
lights of tobacco. Although the figures are fully clothed, 
“Summer's Joy” recalls the 17th-century view of Ranters 
as imagined by their contemporaries, where smoking 
tobacco ranked alongside free love as an expression of 
antinomianism, unbound by moral law. 


Who are tobacco's enemies? 


The most famous work in English on the subject of tobacco 
was written in 1604 by King James I. It is called A counter 
blaste to tobacco. The royal author was violently opposed 
to the use of the plant socially, and his tract was the fore- 
runner of severe restrictions he laid upon smokers. James 
Stuart expressed doubt about the exceptional medicinal 
value claimed for tobacco by doctors of that period. Who 
was James I? Not only a persecutor of tobacco smokers, 
but an inversionist monarch who drooled in public over 
his bum-boys; he granted one the royal monopoly for 
venetian glass. Moreover, on the succession of this misog- 
ynist Scot to the throne of Great Britain, the prosecution of 
witches started. Indeed, King James I himself, in his book 
‘on Daemonology, gave a terrific incentive to witch trials. 
Lenin didn't smoke; hated flowers. San Francisco loves 
flowers, hates smokers. That twittish city has passed a law 
banning public employees from smoking tobacco at work. 
Not surprising from a place where the gay neighborhood is 
too gay, where Chinatown is too Chinese and Fisherman's 
/ continued on page 96 
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ONE WHITE TAB, PART Ii 


After dropping 250 micrograms of pure LSD-25 
and peaking on the beach, Gene knew his life was 
permanently changed. But how? With Meryl bummed and 
Walt gassed, who was to say where it was really at? It came to 
him in a flash—he had taken acid, and acid had taken him. 
He was responsible now for the whole creation. But so was 
everyone else. Continuing our tale of psychic exploration. 
by William Meyers 
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‘The Lord Buddha then warned Subhuti, saying, 
“Subhuti, do not think that the Tathagata ever 
considers in his own mind: I ought to enunciate 
a system of teaching for the elucidation of the 
Dharma. You should never cherish such a thought. 
And why? Because if any disciple harboured such a 
thought he would not only be misunderstanding the 
‘Tathagata teaching, but he would be slandering 
him as well. Moreover, the expression ‘a system of 
teaching’ has no meaning; for Truth (in the sense of 
Reality) cannot be cut up into pieces and arranged 
into a system. The words can only be used as a 
figure of speech.” 

from The Diamond Sutra 


J looked in on Andy for a minute, 
immersed in his peaceful two-year-old 
sleep, then thought of going in and lying 
next to Meryl and trying to comfort her 
and get her to come around. More than 
likely, though, she was still pissed. And 
it was hard to get her unpissed. Could I 
handle it? 

“Come on," insisted Walt. “It's no 
good now. She'll be okay. Try her later.” 
I followed him out of the apartment 

and down the stairs... 
-and into the natural world. 


Ssancing transfixed in the portico of 
the apartment building, I saw the tall 
trees and shrubs of the Panhandle 
across the street as if, after a lifetime 
of blindness, I could finally see. I 
could see them as living, swaying, 
intertwined. . .embracing beings, with 
a consciousness of their own. It dis- 
tinctly felt as if they all could sense 
me, too, as a being whose attention 
they need not fear—for whom they 
need not appear to be standing boring- 
ly still—as they shuddered in the 
caresses of the wind and fog, and 
embraced in a perpetual dance. 

Walt and I didn't talk much now. 
‘The experience of moving through the 
world was too astonishing in itself to 
be brought down with many words. 
We drove in his car through Golden 
Gate Park and out to the beach. And 
again I was confronted with a familiar 
sight that had now become awesome— 
the Pacific Ocean. 

“It's really the Ocean of Bliss, isn't 
it?" I said, taking off my shoes and 
socks and stepping out onto the cold 
sand of the beach. A million tingling 
pinpoint granules enveloped the soles 
of my sinking feet. 

"Keeping up with your Buddhist 
scripture, eh, Gene?" said Walt. 

"I don't know," I said. "I don't think I 
remember ever reading that. Maybe I 
just thought the same thing.” 

More than just a “body of water,” 
the ocean was one vast, moving and 
living being, encompassing most of 


the globe in a breathing, undulating 
envelope of burgeoning life and death. 
It was far more vital throughout the 
trillion-fold minutiae of its depths than 
the stark, austere earth, where the liv- 
ing beings who secured their survival 
were, necessarily, so thinly scattered. 
How could I have never seen the ocean 
that way before—la mer/la mere so 
obviously being the mother of us all? 

I found myself lying on my back 
in the sand, my mind atomized and 
absorbed by the foggy night sky. 
Beyond the waves of the surf, waves 
of pure energy —like subsonic sound, 
only submaterial matter—were rising 
from a dark and writhing horizon, and 
thronging now toward the shore and 
sweeping over me and through me. .. 
It felt like an overwhelmingly sexual 
or procreative energy, only far more 
ecstatic and liberating. It was a trans- 
port of joy. | had read a lot of poetry 
that mentioned that kind of thing, 
but I had never really understood it 
until now. 

For a long time I laid there in the 
sand, transports of joy rolling over me 
and shaking my body, the hissing 
inhalation and exhalation of the surf in 
my ears, and the tears steadily making 
their way down my cheeks—feeling 
utterly grateful to have been given a 
life to live, but not knowing who. 
exactly to thank. 

Ihad been sifting the sand through 
my fingers as I lay there, and the 
grains of sand, lit only by the street 
lamps along the beach promenade, 
were sparkling like diamonds as they 
fell—each of them a prism and each 
refracting its minute, individual rain- 
bow. As the sand slid silkily through 
my fingers, it felt as if I could discrimi- 
nate the discrete and unique impres- 
sion of every jewellike grain on my 
nerve-endings. It was a sensation that 
corresponded to the one in my mouth, 
where I could still taste the LSD dis- 
solving, molecule by molecule, into 
my taste buds and irradiating my 
tongue and throat and entire being. 
Just to say the letters L-S-D at that 
moment offered the same fearsome 
pleasure as the use of a highly potent 
incantation. Just to say it stoned 
me more. 


Bi cont know what happened to my 
everyday consciousness at that point, 
and I didn't know how much later it 
had gotten to be, but I eventually real- 
ized I was riding again in the front seat 
‘of Walt's station wagon, along Ocean 
Beach and down the Great Highway. 

I think it must have been Walt's 


loud whooping and laughing that 
attracted my attention again to the 
material world. 

“This is incredibly stoned, Gene!" 
he was saying. “It's incredible! You 
are knocking my socks off, old man— 
youre like some kind of psychedelic 
reactor, putting out this irresistible 
radiation that I can’t escape—because 
I feel like I'm stoned on acid too! lam 
stoned on acid too! Do you know 
what that means?" 

“What?" I said distractedly, watch- 
ing somebody in a Volkswagen bug 
zoom past us with a loud, mechanical 
chugging and whirring. Whoever he 
was looked like he thought he was 
neat, and his bug was neat. 

“It means we've proved the existence 
of the contact high!” Walt was shouting 
again. "Itell you, I could write a whole 
Ph.D. thesis on what's happened to us. 
tonight! I'm stoned on acid. I didn't take 
any acid tonight. Do you understand?” 

I didn’t answer. I was realizing 
for the first time the full, pretentious 
absurdity of man and his automobile— 
shut up like a sedentary but vain slug 
in his clanking, stinking, rolling suit of 
armor; sitting there suspended a foot 
above the ground and hurtling self- 
importantly through space. 

“Another being in his machine, 
right, Gene?” said Walt. “I know just 
how youre seeing that guy—I think I 
know just right where you're at. If Ido, 
then I'm telepathic with you, aren't I? 

I tell you, Gene, I've been there be- 
fore—but I feel it and see it now, the 
same as you. I can even taste the acid 
in my mouth." 

"Kind of sandy, isn't it?" I said. That 
wasn't the word for it, but there was 
no word for it. 

"Yeah," he said. “Exactly.” 

Just then some guy in a black Cor- 
vette roared past us, and in an instant 
we picked up enough of what he was 
feeling—his telepathy?—to know that 
his sleek, low, missilelike machine 
was a powerful, invulnerable exten- 
sion—like an immense dildo—of his 
yearning pecker. 

"It's a pecker on the prowl," I said. 
He roared, “I love it! A pecker on 
the prowl!" We both started laughing 
then, and kept on laughing, hysterical- 
ly it seemed at times, with every new 
revelation of ego and vanity afforded 
us by the flow of traffic. Walt's cheeks 
were soon stained with tears, and he 

was shaking with what looked like 
uncontrollable laughter and pounding 
the steering wheel with his fists. 

"Hey," I said, trying to pull myself 

/ continued on page 71 
HIGHTIMES 69 


CO, ENRICHMENT, OR GAS YOUR GRASS 


Plants must absorb carbon dioxide (CO;) in combination with water, soil 
nutrients and light to produce the sugars vital for growth. A shortage of any 
of these requirements will retard the growth process. Average CO, content 
in outside air is 300ppm. Indoors, as plants use up the available CO, for 
photosynthesis, the content can drop to 120ppm. This is near the point 
where growth stops. 

‘A CO; system allows the grower to regulate the level of carbon dioxide in 
the growth room. 

Superior Growers Supply produces a well-designed unit that has been 
calibrated especially for growth-room use. It can be adjusted for rooms 
from less than 50 sq. ft. (7 x 7) to over 500 sq. ft. Since carbon dioxide is of 
no benefit at night, the control system automatically begins the flow of CO, 
when your lights are switched on and discontinues the flow when the lights 
go out. The unit's delivery tube puts the CO, up at the ceiling where it can 
do the most good. It's all the grower needs to run a CO-enrichment system. 

‘The CO; unit is available from Superior Growers Supply, Inc., P.O. Box 
1325, E. Lansing, MI 48823, 1-800-227-0027; in Michigan (517) 332-2663. 
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Now, these classic posters can be yours for the low price of $3.50 each. Buy 6—get 1 free! Decorate your 
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In this election year what could be a better gift for your boss/father/neighbor than THE MAKING OF 
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...Or what about finding out the real meaning behind the phrase, “I'd walk a mile for a camel.” 

... And, has the modern ‘80s age of feminism really changed things? Freud's vision of WHAT'S ON A MAN'S MIND 
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together, and thinking Walt looked 
pretty strange. "Keep watching the 
road, man.” 

We drove up to the top of Twin 
Peaks, to have a look at the galactic 
spectacle of the lights of San Francisco 
and all the cities around the Bay, all 
totally interlaced with streams of 
moving red and white lights—little tin 
cans, picking up and delivering their 
human cargoes with tremendous speed. 
It was like the blood vessels in my 
hand; the inevitable product of evolu: 
tion; another organic outgrowth of the 
basic, raging human desire for more 
now, and faster, But how could such a 
thing sustain itself for long, when the 
human hand itself—far more efficient- 
ly and spectacularly engineered—was 
soon dust? 

“What's it been," I said to Walt. 

“A hundred and fifty years or so since 
the first white men got here and 
started cutting the trees down? It's 
been no time at all! Look at what 
they've done in just 150 years.” 

As far as you could see now, in 
every direction, a solid sea of blocky 
buildings and white- and pastel-stucco 
houses, with glowing, lamp-lit win- 
dows, covered all the flatlands around 
the edge of the Bay, and all but the 
highest parts of the highest hills— 
sweeping up the flanks of Twin Peaks, 
almost as high as where we were 
standing, like a flood of sparkling 
foam that had just come short of 
inundating everything. 

“They just got here,” I said, walking 
with Wait around the precipitous edge 
of the parking lot. They only just got 
here, man, and look at what they've 
done with the land. Alll those houses— 
they’re just our kind of tepees, that's 
all. They pitched their tents here 
because they couldn't go any further 
west, then they built their houses on 
top of their tents. Millions of them... 
one after the other, most of them right 
next to each other. Most of the people 
down there are no different from Neo- 
lithic man. That's just a concept they 
came up with for setting themselves 
apart. But even if you go along with 
the concept, a lot of them are down- 
right Paleolithic. They don't know who 
they are—do they even know what 
they're doing? 

“Can they learn to live with each 
other like that has been the question 
all along,” said Walt. 

There in the Twin Peaks parking 
lot, people in their cars were pulling 
in, parking, pulling out, laughing, 
yakking, playing radios, drinking 
Cokes, tossing beer cans. .. 


“Let's go somewhere quiet,” I 
suggested. 

"T know just the place,” Walt said. 

We drove back down to Golden 
Gate Park, left the car parked by the 
Stow Lake boat house, and headed for 
Strawberry Hill. The hill was an island 
in the middle of the lake and could be 
reached only by two arched stone 
bridges, one on either side. A heavy 
mist was rising from the lake. A 
mallard suddenly emerged from 
the grayness and came in for a wing- 
braking landing, his feet cutting a 
silent, widening swath of blackness 
in the water. Some tentative bird-song 
could be heard in the trees. Now the 
sky was showing the first pink signs of 


‘I'm stoned 
on acid. 

I didnt take 
any acid 
tonight. 
Do you 
understand 
what that 

means?” 


dawn. The top of the hill hung sus- 
pended and visible above the mist, 
like an island itself, wholly dis- 
connected from the earth. 

‘As we approached the nearest stone 
bridge, the figures of two men already 
standing on the bridge coalesced out 
of the mist. We could see them, but it 
appeared that they didn't see us. They 
remained fixed in a kind of tableau, 
whose essence I soon grasped in a 
flash of recognition. 

One of them, wearing a scarf, was 
casually leaning back against one of 
the bridge's low rock walls. Arms 
folded, he was looking out in front 
of him at nothing in particular, in an 
‘overall mind-and-body expression of 
attentive patience, with maybe a little 


struggle to stave off sleep. The other 
was leaning over the top of the other 
wall and staring intently down into 
the water, barely supporting himself 
with stiff, outstretched arms. He was 
still, unmoving—not spaced, but 
rapt—as if hypnotized, or possessed. 

id, of course. Instantly 
was no doubt in my 
mind that he was not drunk and barf- 
ing into the lake, not depressed and 
contemplating suicide, but was totally, 
psychedelically blown. I don't know 
how I knew it, but I knew it to the 
marrow of my bones. I figured it must 
be that if you were on acid yourself 
you could recognize whoever else 
around you was on acid—within a 
certain radius. 

It was like seeing yourself in passing 
in the mirror. I even felt that he knew 
I was close by, and that he knew I was 
stoned like him, but that he chose not 
to turn and make a face-to-face 
connection that would get us more 
involved in each other's trips than we 
wanted to be. And then our two heads 
agreed on that. 

Walt and I allowed them enough 
space to avoid the need for nods 
of acknowledgement, and we walked 
around the lake to the other bridge. 

“That was amazing," I said, in 
hushed tones that seemed appropriate 
to the hallowed grounds of the park. 

"| felt sure one of those guys was 
stoned just like me.” 

“Both of them,” said Walt. “Just as 
sure as you and I are both stoned.” 

“Walt, there must be a lot of people 
stoned like us right now, right this 
very moment.” 

"All over the world, Gene. Leary 
and those guys have been broadcast- 
ing the psychedelic message for years 
now. It's had a ripple effect across all 
cultures. It still is. It's become a wave— 
a revolution in consciousness.” 

Containing the whole earth in my 
mind, I could feel the tidal waves of 
new awareness sweeping around the 
globe, purifying the human mind and 
leaving enlightenment in their wake. 

"This is how the world will get 
saved—if it gets saved," I said. 

“Isn't it?’ 

“Were still on the same wavelength, 
Gene," said Walt. "You're right on the 
money. But don't even think about it— 
the less you think about it the more 
right on you are. Just keep walking.” 

By the time we had climbed the 
winding path to the top of the hill, the 
orange glow of an imminent sunrise 
was spread out across the horizon. I 
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charnel of flesh. The dust of years over- 
liesus. But the child, bursting new upon 
the dim world of Karma, trails clouds of 
glory from the beatific vision. So Words- 
worth held; so the Masters of Tibet 
taught us, long ages before Wordsworth.” 

“Its curious,” Professor Spence put 
in, with a scientific smile restrained at 
the corners, “that all this should have 
happened to Joyce and to our friend 
Reeve at a long barrow. For you've seen 
MacRitchie's last work, I suppose? No? 
Well, he's shown conclusively that long 
barrows, which are the graves of the 
small, squat people who preceded the 
inroad of Aryan invaders, are the real 
originals of ail the fairy hills and subter- 
ranean palaces of popular legend. You 
know the old story of how Childe Ro- 
land to the dark tower came, of course, 
Cameron? Well, that dark tower was 
nothing more or less than a long bar- 
row; perhaps Pallinghurst Barrow itself, 
perhaps some other; and Childe Roland 
went into it to rescue his sister, Burd 
Ellen, who had been stolen by the fairy 
king, after the fashion of his kind, for a 
human sacrifice. The Picts, you recol- 
lect, were a deeply religious people, 
who believed in human sacrifice. They 
felt they derived from it high spiritual 
benefit. And the queerest part of it all is 
that in order to see the fairies you must 
goround the barrow widershins—that is 
to say, Miss Quackenboss, as Cameron 
will explain to you, the opposite way 
from the way of the sun—on this very 
night of all the year, Michaelmas Eve, 
which was the accepted old date of the 
autumnal equinox.” 

“All long barrows have a chamber of 
great stones in the center, I believe,” 
Cameron suggested tentatively. 

“Yes, all or nearly all; megalithic, you 
know; unwrought; and that chamber's 
the subterranean palace, lit up with the 
fairy light that’s so constantly found in. 
old stories of the dead, and which Joyce 
and you, alone among moderns, have 
been permitted to see, Reeve.” 

“It's a very odd fact," Dr. Porter, the 
materialist, interposed musingly, “that 
the only ghosts people ever see are the 
ghosts of a generation very, very close 
to them. One hears of lots of ghosts in 
eighteenth-century costumes, because 
everybody has a clear idea of wigs and 
small-clothes from pictures and fancy 
dresses. One hears of far fewer in Eliza- 
bethan dress, because the class most 
given to beholding ghosts are seldom 
acquainted with ruffs and farthingales; 
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and one meets with none atall in Anglo- 
Saxon or Ancient British or Roman cos- 
tumes, because those are only known 
toa comparatively small class of learned 
people; and ghosts, as a rule, avoid the 
learned—except you, Mrs. Bruce—as 
they would avoid prussic acid. Millions 
of ghosts of remote antiquity must 
swarm about the world, though, after a 
hundred years or thereabouts, they 
retire into obscurity and cease to annoy 
people with their nasty cold shivers. 
But the queer thing about these long- 
barrow ghosts is that they must be the 
spirits of men and women who died 
thousands and thousands of years 
ago, which is exceptional longevity for 
a spiritual being; don't you think so, 
Cameron?” 

“Europe must be chock-full of them!” 
the pretty American assented, smiling, 
“though Amurrica hasn't had time, so 
far, to collect any considerable popula- 
tion of spirits.” 

But Mrs. Bruce was up in arms at 
once against such covert levity, and took 
the field in full force for her beloved 
specters. "No, no," she said, "Dr. Porter, 
there you mistake your subject. You 
should read what I have written in 
The Mirror of Trismegistus. Man is the 
focus of the glass of his own senses. 
There are other landscapes in the fifth 
and sixth dimensions of space than the 
one presented to him. As Carlyle said 
truly, each eye sees in all things just 
what each eye brings with it the power 
of seeing. And this is true spiritually as. 
wellas physically. ToNewton and New- 
ton’s dog Diamond what a different uni- 
verse! One saw the great vision of uni- 
versal gravitation, the other saw—a lit- 
tle mouse under a chair, as the wise old 
nursery rhyme so philosophically puts 
it. Nursery rhymes summarize for us 
the gain of centuries. Nothing was ever 
destroyed, nothing was ever changed, 
and nothing new is ever created. All the 
spirits of all that is, or was, or ever will 
be, people the universe everywhere, 
unseen, around us; and each of us sees 
of them those only he himself is adapted 
to seeing. The rustic or the clown meets 
no ghosts of any sort save the ghosts of 
the persons he knows about otherwise; 
ifaman like yourself saw a ghostat all— 
which isn't likely—for you starve your 
spiritual side by blindly shutting your 
eyes to one whole aspect of nature— 
youd be just as likely to see the ghost of 
a Stone Age chief as the ghost of a Geor- 
gian or Elizabethan exquisite.” 

“Did I catch the word ‘ghost'?" Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton put in, coming up 
unexpectedly with her angry glower. 
"Joyce, my child, go to bed. This is no 


talk for you. And don't go chilling your- 
self by standing at the window in your 
nightdress, looking out on the Common 
to search for the light on the Old Long 
Barrow, which is all pure moonshine. 
You nearly caught your death of cold 
last year with that nonsense. It's always 
so. These superstitions never do any 
good to anyone.” 

And, indeed, Rudolph felta faint glow 
of shame himself at having discussed 
such themes in the hearing of that ner- 
vous and high-strung little creature. 


In the course of the evening Rudolph’s 
head began to ache, as, to say the truth, 
it often did, for was he not an author? 
and sufferance is the badge of all our 
tribe. His head generally ached: the 
intervals he employed upon magazine 
articles. He knew that headache well, it 
was the worst neuralgic kind—the wet- 
towel variety—the sort that keeps you 
tossing the whole night long without 
hope of respite. About eleven o'clock, 
when the men went into the smoking 
room, the pain became unendurable. 
He called Dr. Porter aside. "Can't you 
give me anything to relieve it?” he 
asked piteously, after describing his 
symptoms. 

“Oh, certainly," the doctor answered, 
with that brisk medical confidence we 
all know so well. “I'll bring you up a 
draught that will put that all right in less 
than half an hour. What Mrs. Bruce 
calls Soma—the fine old crusted remedy 
of our Aryan ancestor. There's nothing 
like it for cases of nervous inanition.” 

Rudolph went up to his room, and 
the doctor followed him a few minutes 
later with a very small phial of a very 
thick green viscid liquid. He poured 10 
drops carefully into a measured medi- 
cine glass, and filled it up with water. It 
amalgamated badly. "Drink that off," he 
said, with the magisterial air of the cun- 
ning leech. And Rudolph drank it. 

“T'll leave you the bottle,” the doctor 
went on, laying it down on the dressing 
table, “only use it with caution. Ten 
drops in two hours if the pain contin- 
ues. Not more than ten, recollect. It's a 
powerful narcotic—I daresay you know 
its name: it's Cannabis indica." 

Rudolph thanked him inarticulately, 
and flung himself on the bed without 
undressing. He had brought‘up a book: 
with him—thatdelicious volume, Joseph 
Jacobs’ English Fairy Tales—and he tried 
in some vague way to read the story 
of Childe Roland, to which Professor 
Spence had directed his attention. But 
his head ached so much he could hardly 
read it; he only gathered with difficulty 
that Childe Roland had been instructed 


by witch or warlock to come toa green 
hill surrounded with terrace rings—like 
Pallinghurst Barrow—to walk round it 
thrice, widershins, saying each time— 


“Open door, open door, 
“And let me come in,’ 


and when the door opened to enter un- 
abashed the fairy-king’s palace. And the 
third time the door did open, and Childe 
Roland entered a court, all lighted with 
a fairy light or gloaming. And then he 
went througha long passage till hecame 
at last to two wide stone doors, and be- 
yond them lay a hall—stately, glorious, 
magnificent—where Burd Ellen sat 
combing her golden hair with a comb 
of amber. And the moment she saw her 
brother, up she stood, and she said— 


"Woe worth the day, ye luckless fool, 
"Or ever that ye were born; - 

“For come the King of Elfland in 
"Your fortune is forlorn.” 


When Rudolph had read so far, his head 
ached somuch he could read nofurther; 
so he laid down the book, and reflected 
once more in some half-conscious mood 
on Mrs. Bruce's theory that each man 
could see only the ghosts he expected. 
That seemed reasonable enough, for 
according to our faith is it unto us al- 
ways. If so, then these ancient and sav- 
age ghosts of the dim old Stone Age, 
before bronze or iron, must still haunt 
the grassy barrows under the waving 
pines, where legend declared they were 
long since buried; and the mystic light 
over Pallinghurst moor must be the local 
evidence and symbol of their presence. 

How long he lay there he hardly quite 
knew; but the clock struck twice, and 
his head was aching so fiercely now 
that he helped himself plentifully to a 
second dose of the thick green mixture. 
His hand shook too much tobe puritan- 
ical to a drop or'two. For a while it re- 
lieved him, then the pain grew worse 
again. Dreamily he moved over to the 
big north oriel to cool his brow with the 
fresh nightair. The window stood open. 
As he gazed out a curious sight met his 
eye. At another oriel in the wing, which 
ran in an L-shaped bend from the part 
of the house where he had been put, he 
saw a child's white face gaze appealing- 
ly across to him. It was Joyce, in her 
white nightdress, peering with all her 
might, in spite of her mother's prohibi- 
tion, on the mystic Common. For a sec- 
ond she started. Her eyes met his. Slow- 
ly she raised one pale forefinger and 
pointed. Her lips opened to frame an 
inaudible word: but he read it by sight. 


“Look,” she said simply. Rudolph looked 
where she pointed. 

A faint blué light hung lambent over 
the Old Long Barrow. It was ghostly 
and vague, like matches rubbed on the 
palm. It seemed to rouse and call him. 

He glanced towards Joyce. She waved 
her hand to the barrow. Her lips said, 
"Go." Rudolph was now in that strange 
semimesmeric state of self-induced 
hypnotism when a command, of what- 
ever sort or by whomever given, seems 
to compel obedience. Trembling, he 
rose, and taking his bedroom candle in 
his hand, descended the stair noiseless- 
ly. Then, walking on tiptoe across the 
tile-paved hall, he reached his hat from 
the rack, and opening the front door 
stole out into the garden. 

The Soma had steadied his nerves 
and supplied him with false courage, 
but even in spite of it he felt a weird and 
creepy sense of mystery and the super- 
natural. Indeed, he would have turned 
back even now, had he not chanced to 
look up and see Joyce's pale face still 
pressed close against the window an 
Joyce's white hand still motioning him 
mutely onward. He looked once more 
in the direction where she pointed. The 
spectral light now burnt clearer and 
bluer, and more unearthly than ever, 
and the illimitable moor seemed haunt- 
ed from end to end by innumerable 
invisible and uncanny creatures. 

Rudolph groped his way on. His goal 
was the barrow. As he went, speechless 
voices seemed to whisper unknown 
tongues encouragingly in his ear; horri- 
ble shapes of elder creeds appeared to 
crowd round him and tempt him with 
beckoning fingers to follow them. Alone, 
erect, across the darkling waste, stum- 
bling now and again over roots of gorse 
and heather, but steadied, as it seemed, 
by invisible hands, he staggered slowly 
forward, till at last, with aching head 
and trembling feet, he stood beside the 
immemorial grave of the savage chief- 
tain. Away over in the east the white 
moon was just rising. 

After a moment's pause he began to 
walk round the tumulus. But something 
clogged and impeded him. His feet 
wouldn't obey his will; they seemed to 
move of themselves in the opposite 
direction. Then all at once he remem- 
bered he had been trying to go the way 
of the sun, instead of widershins. Steady- 
ing himself, and opening his eyes, he 
walked in the converse sense. All at 
once his feet moved easily, and the in- 
visible attendants chuckled to them- 
selves so loud that he could almost hear 
them. After the third round his lips 
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“T'll leave you 
the bottle,’ 
the doctor 
went on, 

“only use 
it with 
caution. It's 
a powerful 
narcotic—I 
daresay you 
know its 
name: it's 
Cannabis 
indica." 
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ACK IN THE LATE 1960s AND EARLY 

‘70s, thousands of us used to dem- 
onstrate or party—much the same thing 
to us—in a place called Miffland. It was 
a middle-class neighborhood gone to 
seed in the heart of idyllic, lily-white 
Madison, Wisconsin—a sort of ghetto 
occupied by assorted long-hairs: stu- 
dents, activists, communitarians, he- 
donists, etc. 

In response to crucial outrages of 
the Vietnam War, or just because the 
weather was good or the time seemed 
ripe, wed hit the streets and celebrate 
our defiance of the System. We'd listen 
to political speeches, make plans for re- 
sistance, play loud music, dance, drink 
and get stoned. A high old time it was. 

It was also a screaming insult to the 
conservative establishment who still 
ran the town then. Their employees, 
the police, would patrol our bacchanal 
with vengeance in their eyes. To them 
we were filthy, daughter-corrupting 
dipshits and hippie whores. To us they 
were the hired thugs of the status quo— 
pigs, plain and simple. 

‘We were always under-dressed and 
lighthearted—filled with the spirit of 
Revolution, wine and controlled sub- 
stances. They stood around grim-faced, 
sweating miserably in their riot gear, 
waiting for some “provocation,” which 
would invariably develop, and the day 
would end in a shitstorm of billy clubs 
and tear gas. Often, driven to distrac- 
tion by the good time we were having 
at their expense, they would literally 
break into people's houses and bust 
everyone in sight—ostensibly because 
of the joint in somebody's hand or the 
Baggie of weed on the coffee table, but 
in fact they were just getting revenge. 

Because of the “exclusionary rule,’ a 
goodly number of the resulting dope 
cases were tossed out of court by the 
more conscientious members of the 
local judiciary. Evidence the cops had 
obtained by illegally entering our 
homes, we learned, could not be used 
to prosecute us. So, over the next few 
years, the embarrassed cops were forced 
to learn the limits of their power. They 
were tutored in the warrant require- 


A EULOGY FOR THE EXCLUSIONARY RULE 


The high court pulls the teeth of the Fourth Amendment. by Bob LaBrasca 


ments of the Fourth Amendment, the 
criteria for “probable cause" and the 
rest of the “technicalities"—to the point 
where you practically had to commit a 
crime to get arrested. The exclusionary 
tule was the wrinkle in the fabric of the 
System that had saved our necks and 
civilized the cops. 

We were small potatoes, of course. 
Further up the hierarchy of activism the 
radical, left-wing organizations ran the 
gauntlet of illegal wiretaps, government- 
ordered burglaries, agent-provocateur- 
ism—the works. At the center of many 
of the court fights spawned by these 
abuses was a young New York attorney 
named Gerald Lefcourt. With clients 
like the Chicago Eight, the Black Pan- 
thers and the Weather Underground, to 
name a few, he found himself nose to 
nose with illegal conspiracies, some- 
times hatched in the highest offices of 
the federal government. 

In the 1972 Detroit indictment of va- 
rious members of the Weather Under- 
ground, Lefcourt says, the defense team 
was able to show that government 
agents had employed “illegal wiretaps, 
burglaries, sabotage—against not only 
the defendants in the case, but their law- 
yers.” The case was dismissed in ‘73, be- 
cause, recalls Lefcourt, “the government 
refused to disclose all the illegal acts in- 
volved in gathering evidence’—but only 
after the defense had made motions to 
suppress under the exclusionary rule. 

But informed parties seem to agree 
that, by the time you read this, the US. 
Supreme Court will have instituted the 
“good-faith exception” to the exclusion- 
ary rule—declaring that evidence ac- 
quired by cops who “reasonably be- 
lieve” they are acting legally shall be 
acceptable in court. A majority of the 
court has already expressed the convic- 
tion that there are “sufficient disincen- 
tives” to police lawlessness in “the pos- 
sibility of departmental discipline and 
civil liability.” 

Chew on that one for a while. When 
you get convicted on the basis of illegal- 
ly obtained evidence, you can sue the 
cops from your cell. And if the rest of us 
want the police, the law enforcers, to 


stop breaking the law, we are asked to 
depend on police officials to discipline 
underlings who bring in convictions!? 

Oh, it is possible to sue the cops; the 
Black Panthers did so after their New 
Haven bust. Here's Lefcourt's account 
of that sweet victory: "The police con- 
ducted wholesale illegal wiretapping of 
the Black Panthers, and they admitted 
it. A lawsuit was brought approximately 
ten years ago, and itis now being settled 
in 1984. The wiretapping occurred in 
1972, it was disclosed and admitted to 
in 1974, and the suit is not quite fin- 
ished now in 1984. These so-called civil- 
rights suits to redress grievances are to- 
tally ineffectual. Nobody was removed 
from their job up there, and the top po- 
lice people were involved. That provides 
no remedy.” 

And where are the victims of these 
police crimes 10 years later? "Some of 
them are dead, some of them are in 
jail; some of them are paranoid. Who 
knows?" says Lefcourt. "It's totally inef- 
fectual to say, ‘Go bring a lawsuit! 

Part of the beauty of this good-faith 
business, of course, is that it's an easy 
thing for police to lie about. No witness- 
es can contradict someone's testimony 
that he thought what he was doing was 
legal. Lefcourt, who has seen his share 
of police perjury, opines dismally, “This 
will make their perjury more accept- 
able." 

But this is just the latest chapter in 
what he calls "a Machiavellian plot" by 
the Nixon-Reagan Supreme Court "to 
dismantle every concept of the Fourth 
Amendment... Fifth Amendment, Sixth 
Amendment.” 

It's an important chapter, though. 
The police may now safely guide them- 
selves, not by the light of the Constitu- 
tion, but by the glow of their own "good 
faith"; and in an era when drugs have 
replaced radicalism as the root cause of 
all this country’s social ills, it's the drug 
criminals they'll be coming after. 

Meanwhile, I keep having these flash- 
backs to the police riots in Miffland. I 
didn't like the way those Madison cops 
behaved, but they may well have been 
acting in "good faith.” 
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parted, and he murmured the mystic 
‘words: "Open door! Open door! Let me 
come in." Then his head throbbed worse 
than ever with exertion and giddiness, 
and for two or three minutes more he 
‘was unconscious of anything. 

When he opened his eyes again a 
very different sight displayed itself be- 
fore him. Instantly he was aware that 
the age had gone back upon its steps 
10,000 years, as the sun went back upon 
the dial of Ahaz; he stood face to face 
with a remote antiquity. Planes of exis- 
tence faded; new sights floated over 
‘him; new worlds were penetrated; new 
ideas, yet very old, undulated centri- 
cally towards him from the universal 
flat of time and space and matter and 
motion. He was projected into another 
sphere and saw by fresh senses. Every- 
thing was changed, and he himself 
changed with it. 

The blue light over the barrow now 
shone clear as day, though infinitely 
more mysterious. A passage lay open 
through the grassy slope into a rude 
stone corridor. Though his curiosity by 
this time was thoroughly aroused, Ru- 
dolph shrank with a terrible shrinking 
from his own impulse to enter this grim 
black hole, which led at once, by an 
oblique descent, into the bowels of the 
earth, But he couldn't help himself. For, 
© God! looking round him, he saw, to 
his infinite terror, alarm and awe, a 
ghostly throng of naked and hideous 
savages. They were spirits, yet savages. 
Eagerly they jostled and hustled him, 
and crowded round him in wild groups, 
exactly as they had done to the spiritual 
sense a little earlier in the evening, when 
he couldn't see them. But now he saw 
them clearly with the outer eye; saw 
them as grinning and hateful barbarian 
shadows, neither black nor white, but 
tawny-skinned and low-browed, their 
tangled hair falling unkempt in matted 
locks about their receding foreheads, 
their jaws large and fierce, their eye- 
brows shaggy and protruding like a 
gorillas, their loins just girt with a few 
scraps of torn skin—their whole mien in- 
expressibly repulsive and bloodthirsty. 

‘They were savages, yet they were 
ghosts. The two most terrible and dread- 
ed foes of civilized experience seemed 
combined at once in them. Rudolph 
Reeve crouched powerless in their in- 
tangible hands; for they seized him 
roughly with incorporeal fingers, and 
pushed him bodily into the presence of 
their sleeping chieftain. As they did so 


they raised loud peals of discordant 
laughter. It was hollow, but it was pierc- 
ing. In that hateful sound the triumphant 
whoop of the Red Indian and the weird 
mockery of the ghost were strangely 
mingled into some appalling harmony. 

Rudolph allowed them to push him 
in; they were too many toresist, and the 
Soma had sucked all strength out of his 
muscles. The women were the worst: 
ghastly hags of eld, witches with pen- 
dent breasts and bloodshot eyes, they 
whirled round him in triumph, and 
shouted aloud in a tongue he had never 
before heard, though he understood it 
instinctively. “A victim! A victim! We 
hold him! We have him!" 

Even in the agonized horror of that 
awful moment, Rudolph knew why he 
understood those words, unheard till 
then. They were the first language of 
our race—the natural and instinctive 
mother tongue of humanity. 

They haled him forward by main 
force to the central chamber, with hands 
and arms and ghostly shreds of buffalo 
hide. Their wrists compelled him as the 
magnet compels the iron bar. He en- 
tered the palace. A dim phosphorescent 
light, like the light of a churchyard or of 
decaying paganism, seemed to illumine 
it faintly. Things loomed dark before 
him, but hiseyes almost instantly adapt- 
ed themselves to the gloom, as the eyes 
of thedead on the first night in the grave 
adapt themselves by inner force to the 
strangeness of their surroundings. The 
royal hall was built up of cyclopean 
stones, each as big as the head of some 
colossal Sesostris. They were of ice- 
worn granite and a dusky gray sand- 
stone, rudely piled on one another, and 
carved in relief with representations of 
serpents, concentric lines, interlacing 
zigzags and the mystic swastika. But all 
these things Rudolph only saw vaguely, 
if he saw them at all; his attention was 
too much concentrated on devouring 
fear and the horror of his situation. 

In the very center a skeleton sat 
crouching on the floor in some loose, 
huddled fashion. Its legs were doubled 
up, its hands clasped round its knees, 
its grinning teeth had long been black- 
ened by time orby the indurated blood of 
human victims. The ghosts approached 
it with strange reverence, in impish 


postures. 

"See! We bring you a slave, great 
king!" they cried in the same barbaric 
tongue—all clicks and gutturals. "For 
this is the holy night of your father, the 
Sun, when he turns him about on his 
yearly course through the stars and 
goes south to leave us. We bring you a 
slave to renew your youth. Rise! Drink 


his hot blood! Rise! Kill and eat him!” 

The grinning skeleton turned its head. 
and regarded Rudolph from its eyeless. 
orbs with a vacant glance of hungry 
satisfaction. The sight of human meat 
seemed to create a soul beneath the ribs 
of death in some incredible fashion. 
Even as Rudolph, held fast by the im- 
material hands of his ghastly captors, 
looked and trembled for his fate, too 
terrified to cry out or even to move and 
struggle, he beheld the hideous thing 
rise and assume a shadowy shape, all 
pallid blue light, like the shapes of his. 
jailers. Bit by bit, as he gazed, the skele- 
ton seemed to disappear, or rather to 
fade into some unsubstantial form, 
which was nevertheless more human, 
more corporeal, more horrible than the 
dry bones it had come from. Naked and 
yellow like the rest, it wore round its 
dim waist just an apron of dry grass, or, 
what seemed to be such, while over its 
shoulders hung the ghost of a bearskin 
mantle. As it rose, the other specters 
knocked their foreheads low on the 
ground before it, and groveled with 
their long locks in the ageless dust, 
and uttered elfin cries of inarticulate 
homage. 

‘The great chief turned, grinning, to 
cone of his spectral henchmen. "Give a 
knife!” he said curtly, for all that these: 
strange shades uttered was snapped out 
in short, sharp sentences, and ina mono- 
syllabic tongue, like the bark of jackals 
or the laugh of the striped hyena among 
the graves at midnight. 

The attendant, bowing low once 
more, handed his liege a flint flake, 
very keen-edged, but jagged, a rude 
and horrible instrument of barbaric 
manufacture. But what terrified Ru- 
dolph most was the fact that this flake 
was no ghostly weapon, no immaterial 
shred, but a fragment of real stone, ca- 
pable of inflicting a deadly gash or long 
torn wound. Hundreds of such frag- 
ments, indeed, lay loose on the concret- 
ed floor of the chamber, some of them 
roughly chipped, others ground and 
polished. Rudolph had seen such things 
in museums many times before, witha 
sudden rush of horror, he recognized 
now for the first time in his life with 
what object the savages of that far-off 
day had buried them with their dead in 
the chambered barrows. 

With a violent effort he wetted his 
parched lips with his tongue, and cried 
out thrice in his agony the one word 
"Mercy!" 

At that sound the savage king burst 
into a loud and fiendish laugh. It was a 
hideous laugh, halfway between a wild 

/ continued on next page 


beast's and a murderous maniac’s: it 
echoed through the long hall like the 
laughter of devils when they succeed in 
leading a fair woman's soul to eternal 
perdition. “What does he say?” the king 
cried, in the same transparently natural 
words, whose import Rudolph could 
understand at once. “How like birds 
they talk, these white-faced men, whom 
we get for our only victims since the 
years grew foolish! ‘Mu-mu-mu-moo!' 
they say; ‘Mu-mu-mu-moo!' more like 
frogs than men and women!" 

Then it came over Rudolph instinc- 
tively, through the maze of his terror, 
that he could understand the lower 
tongue of these elfish visions because 
he and his ancestors had once passed 
through it; but they could not under- 
stand his, because it was too high and 
too deep for them. 

He had little time for thought, how- 
ever. Fear bounded his horizon. The 
ghosts crowded round him, gibbering 
louder than before. With wild cries and 
heathen screams they began to dance 
about their victim. Two advanced with 
measured steps and tied his hands and 
feet with a ghostly cord. It cut into the 
flesh like the stab of a great sorrow. 
They bound him to a stake which Ru- 
dolph felt conscious was no earthly and 
material wood but a piece of intangible 
shadow, yet he could no more escape 
from it than from the iron chain of an 
earthly prison. On each side of the stake 
two savage hags, long-haired, ill-fa- 
vored, inexpressibly cruel-looking, set 
two small plants of Enchanter’s Night- 
shade. Then a fierce orgiastic shout 
went up to the low roof from all the 
assembled people. Rushing forward 
together, they covered his body with 
what seemed to be oil and butter, they 
hung grave-flowers round his neck, 
they quarreled among themselves with 
clamorous cries for hairs and rags torn 
from his head and clothing. The women, 
in particular, whirled round him with 
frantic Bacchanalian gestures, crying 
aloud as they circled: "O great chief! O 
my king! we offer you this victim; we 
offer you new blood to prolong your 
life. Give us in return sound sleep, dry 
graves, sweet dreams, fair seasons! 

They cut themselves with flint knives. 
Ghostly ichor streamed copious. 

The king meanwhile kept close guard 
over his victim, whom he watched with 
hungry eyes of hideous cannibal long- 
ing. Then, at a given signal, the crowd 
of ghosts stood suddenly still. There 
was an awesome pause. The men gath- 
ered outside, the women crouched low 
ina ring close up to him. Dimly at that 
moment Rudolph noticed almost with- 
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out noticing it that each of them had a 
wound on the side of his own skull, and 
he understood why: they had them- 
selves been sacrificed in the dim long 
ago to bear their king company to the 
world of spirits. Even as he thought that 
thought, the men and women with a 
loud whoop raised hands aloftin unison. 
Each grasped a sharp flake, which he 
brandished savagely. The king gave the 
signal by rushing at him with a jagged 
and sawlike knife. It descended on Ru- 
dolph’s head. At the same moment the 
others rushed forward, crying aloud in 
their own tongue. “Carve the flesh from 
hisbones! Slay him! Hack him topieces!” 

Rudolph bent his head to avoid the 
blows. He cowered in abject terror. Oh! 
what fear would any Christian ghost 
have inspired by the side of these in- 
corporeal pagan savages! Ah! mercy! 
mercy! They would tear him limb from 
limb! They would rend him in pieces! 

At that instant he raised his eyes, and, 
as by a miracle of fate, saw another 
shadowy form floating vague before 
him. It was the form of a man in 16th- 
century costume, very dim and uncer- 
tain. It might have been a ghost—it 
might have been a vision—but it raised 
its shadowy hand and pointed towards 
the door. Rudolph saw it was unguard- 
ed. The savages were now upon him, 
their ghostly breath blew chill on his 
cheek. “Show them iron!” cried the 
shadow in an English voice. Rudolph 
struck out with both elbows and made 
a fierce effort for freedom. It was with 
difficulty he roused himself, but at last 
he succeeded. He drew his pocketknife 
and opened it. At sight of the cold steel, 
which no ghost or troll or imp can en- 
dure to behold, the savages fell back, 
muttering. But'twasonly fora moment. 
Next instant, with a howl of vengeance 
even louder than before, they crowded 
round him and tried to intercept him. 
He shook them off with wild energy, 
though they jostled and hustled him, 
and struck him again and again with 
their sharp flint edges. Blood was flow- 
ing freely now from his hands and 
arms—red blood of this world; but still 
he fought his way out by main force 
with his sharp steel blade towards the 
door and the moonlight. The nearer he 
got to the exit, the thicker and closer the 
ghosts pressed around, as if conscious 
that their power was bounded by their 
own threshold. They avoided the knife, 
meanwhile, with superstitious terror. 
Rudolph elbowed them fiercely aside, 
and lunging at them now and again, 
made his way to the door. With one 
supreme effort he tore himself madly 
out, and stood once more on the open 


heath, shivering like a greyhound. The 
ghosts gathered grinning by the open 
vestibule, their fierce teeth, like a wild 
beast’, confessing their impotentanger. 
But Rudolph started to run, all wearied 
as he was, and ran a few hundred yards 
before he fell and fainted. He dropped 
ona clump of white heather by a sandy 
ridge, and lay there unconscious till 
well on into the morning. 


When the people from the Manor-house 
picked him up next day, he was hot and 
cold, terribly pale from fear, and mum- 
bling incoherently. Dr. Porter had him 
put to bed without a moment's delay. 
“Poor fellow!” he said, leaning over 
him, “he's had a very narrow escape in- 
deed of a bad brain fever. I oughtn't to 
have exhibited Cannabis in his excited 
condition, or, at any rate, if Idid, Iought, 
at least, to have watched its effect more 
closely. He must be kept very quiet now, 
and on no account whatever, Nurse, 
must either Mrs. Bruce or Mrs. Bou- 
verie-Barton be allowed to come near 
him.” 

But late in the afternoon Rudolph 
sent for Joyce. 

The child came creeping in with an 
ashen face. "Well?" she murmured, soft 
and low, taking her seat by the bedside, 
"so the King of the Barrow very nearly 
had you.” 

Yes,’ Rudolph answered, relieved to 
find there was somebody to whom he 
could talk freely of his terrible adven- 
ture. "He nearly had me. But how did 
you come to know it?” 

“About two by the clock,” the child 
replied, with white lips of terror, ‘Tsaw 
the fires on the moor burn brighter and 
bluer: and then I remembered the words 
ofaterrible old rhyme the gypsy woman 
taught me— 


"'Pallinghurst Barrow—Pallinghurst 
Barrow! 

"Every year one heart thou'lt 
harrow! 

“’Pallinghurst Ring—Pallinghurst 
Ring! 

"A bloody man is thy ghostly king. 

“Mens bones he breaks, and sucks 
their marrow, 

""InPallinghurst Ring on Pallinghurst 
Barrow; 


and just as I thought it, I saw the lights 
burn terribly bright and clear for a sec- 
ond, and I shuddered for horror. Then 
they died down low at once, and there 
was moaning on the moor, cries of de- 
spair, as from a great crowd cheated, 
and at that I knew that you were not to 
be the Ghost-King’s victim.” 0 
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Dear Ed, 
What do you think is the best indicator 
of the optimurn time to harvest plants? 
—Antoine 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


‘The best time to harvest is when the 
flowers start to change shape, and the 
ovary (found underneath the flower) 
begins to swell as if it were fertilized. 


Dear Ed, 

Tread in Marijuana Botany that many 
times the color of a cola can be induced 
artificially through plant and soil tech- 
niques which raise or deplete nutrient 
levels, giving rise to new colors and highs 
that would not be present without the 
techniques. For instance, it is known that 
gold has a nitrogen deficiency and that it 
can be induced by girdling the trunk when 
the buds start to mature. Orange has nor- 
mal N, but high boron and bronze seems 
togive youa plant with too much N. Please 
tell me exactly how the cannabis farmers 
in Colombia and elsewhere girdle plants 
to make gold, so we can make true gold in 
the USA. Also, what plant/soil techniques 
are needed to induce red, black or blue 
colors? 

—Anonymous 
Bronx, N.Y. 


Dear Ed, 

After a plant is fully matured but still in 
the soil, what is the best way to eliminate 
the green color caused by chlorophyll and 
the ever-so-unpopular minty green taste? 

—J.N. 


‘Claymont, Pa. 


‘Most sinsemilla retains quite a bit of 
chlorophyll, and American tastes have 
adapted to the fresh taste of homegrown. 
Still, the minty taste of chlorophyll can 
detract from the overall smoke and 
make it harsher, so some of the green 
should be eliminated. 

If the plants are being grown in con- 
tainers, the soil can be leached a few 
days before harvest so that most of the 
nitrogen (N) in the soil is eliminated. 
After leaching, the soil should be treated 
with a low N, high phosphorus (P), me- 
dium potassium (K) fertilizer. Without 
NN the plants cannot produce chloro- 
phyll. If this is done a week before har- 
vest and the plants are still producing 
new growth, many of the fan leaves 
will wither and fall as the plants trans- 
fer N from the old growth to the new. 


I do not recommend girdling the 
plants. This causes the plant parts to die 
and then turn color as the chlorophyll is 
destroyed by light. The same effect can 
be produced by withholding water and 
letting the buds dry on the plant. The 
buds will look golden or brown but 
have a harsh taste and a loss of potency. 

InColombia the plantsare green when. 
they are picked, but the buds turn color 
during the curing process. They are 
fermented in piles in the hot sun. An- 
aerobic fermentation and bleaching 
occur and the chlorophyll is destroyed. 
However, the buds lose quite a bit of 
potency since a fair percentage of the 
THC turns to CBN or CBL, which are 
less active cannabinoids. In addition, 
many of the glands on the surface of 
the buds are knocked off. The glands 
trapped in the compressed buds are 
relatively protected by the dense vege- 
tation so that further deterioration is 
prevented. 

Sinsemilla is best cured by letting it 
dry slowly ina humid space with plenty 
of fresh air and air movement. As long 
as the vegetation retains most of its 
moisture, the plant cells remain alive 
and continue to function. The cells con- 
vert many of the starches back to sugars 
and also metabolize some of the chloro- 
phyll so that the bud smokes smoother 
and has a smooth rather than minty 
taste. 


‘The Ridge Review is a quarterly publi- 
cation. Each issue is devoted toa single 
topic. The Spring 1984 issue features 
marijuana. It contains 16 articles on the 
subject, including features on law, eco- 
nomics and legalization. I found it truly 
interesting. And it looks good, too. Fora 
copy of the issue send $2.75 to the Ridge 
Review, Box 90, Mendocino, CA 95460. 
Ask for the Spring 1984 issue, vol. IV, 
no. 1. 


I welcome tips, comments and ques- 
tions regarding marijuana and mari- 
juana cultivation. Also, photos for the 
Garden, Plant and Bud of the Month. 
‘These photos may be used in this col- 
umn for subsequent publication. If your 
photo or comment is used you will re- 
ceive a copy of the Marijuana Growers 
Guide, Please send all material to “Ask 
Ed," HicH Times Magazine, 17 W. 60 St., 
New York, NY 10023. 


By submitting your photograph(s), you 
hereby grant permission to publisher to 
reprint the photograph(s) in HiGH TIMES 
magazine as well as any other Trans- 
High Corporation publications. 


PEAS 
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was being carried out through perver- 
sion of Hindu rituals. Thus, today, Bud- 
dhists and Jains are still largely vegetar- 
ian, with few exceptions. 

The Vedic scriptures of India, which 
predate both Buddhism and Jainism, 
also stress nonviolence as the ethical 
foundation of vegetarianism. Many 
scholars believe that this is where the 
vegetarian ideal originates. Thus, mod- 
ern-day Hinduism, as well as all other 
forms of spirituality based on the Vedas, 
propounds the meatless diet. In fact, this 
author bases his vegetarianism upon 
the teachings of the Vedic literature. 

One final point should be addressed. 
Vegetarians are sometimes charged for 
being hypocritical. Not realizing the 
multifarious health reasons for a vege- 
tarian diet, meat-eaters often point the 
finger and say, "You don't eat meat—but 
you do eat plants! Killing is still killing!” 

But even if we neglect the health rea- 
sons for turning to a vegetarian diet, 
this argument can still be answered. 
First of all, the vegetarian never claims 
that by taking toa vegetarian diet he be- 
comes exempt from all killing. Actually, 
that isn't possible. Even when we 
breathe, we kill thousands upon thou- 
sands of microorganisms. But a vege- 
tarian diet does minimize the amount of 
killing we do, and that's about all we 
can hope for. Animals have to eat about 
10 times as much vegetable food to 
return a single unit of food value as 
meat. Thus, a vegetarian diet means 
less destruction of plants. Also, most 
vegetarian food can be obtained with- 
out killing the plant; this includes ripe 
fruits and nuts, berries, melons, seeds, 
legumes, tomatoes, squash, cucumbers 
and pumpkins. A vegetarian need not 
be an extremist. 

Here's a case in point: Approximately 
30 or 40 photographs in articles and ad- 
vertisements are printed in every issue 
of HicH Timgs. For each of these photo- 
graphs Kodak or Agfa processed a thin 
layer of gelatin toadhere the light-sensi- 
tive emulsion to the film. And for this 
gelatin, Swift or Armour slaughtered 
another horse for its hooves or another 
hog for its bones. Should we, then, re- 
voke our subscription to HiGH Times? 
Of course not—at least not for this 
reason... 

Better that we are in the darkroom 
than in the dark. Let us be thankful that 
the gelatin is at least—in this case— 
being expended for the promotion of 
vegetarianism. 1] 
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MERCHANDISE 


COCAROMA MANNITOL: 
Pure crystalline mannitol scented 
with thearoma of genuine cocaine. 
One ounce, $12; half-ounce, $9. 
PRECISION LABS., 204 W. 20St., 
New York, NY 10011. 


Anti-Bugging Equipment 
“righteous prices* Box 25501, 
Dallas, TX 75225, (817) 654-1127. 


HALLUCINOGENIC CACTUS. 
Sar Pedro cactus seeds and grow- 
ing instructions, $5. 12-inch cut. 
ting, $15. SPECTRA, P.O. Box 
203; Capitola, CA 95010. 


Knose Candy plus most pow- 
erful stimulants available. For 
information write SLS ENTER- 
PRISES, Box 10223, Riviera Beach, 
FL 33404. 


GrowInc Alps 


MUSHROOM GROWING— 
equipment, supplies, spawns, 
books. Gourmet Black Tree Mush- 
room Farm, $25. Catalog $2. 


GPS, INC., Box 722, Bryn Mawr, 
PA 19010. 
RIPSTOPPER~Silent garden 


rip-off alarm. Pocket pager, battery 
powered, super sensitive, water- 

roof. California gardener’s favor- 
hte, RURAL ELECTRONIC SE. 
CURITY, Box 232, Myers Flat 
CA 95554, (707) 943-3077. 


MORE FEMALE PLANTS! 
You're a good grower, but are you 
efficient? Are you wasting your 
time, space and effort? Do you 
want a yield of more than 50% 
females? It's so easy! Incredible 
SENSA-SOAK (seed soak) and/or 
SENSA-SPRAY (foliar spray), both 

ywerful female hormone stimu 
lators, will unmask and promote 
phenotypic female sex expression, 
regardless of genetic sex. Won't 
change your plants in any way ex 
cept make more females. Abso- 
lutely SAFE! Extensively tested, 
some cases over 90% females. To- 
tally unique! $9.95 EACH. Money- 
back guarantee. FREECATALOG. 
What more could you want? It's 
the high-tech era, get aboard. Start- 
ing our fourth year. PLANTASTIC 
PLANT PRODUCTS, 1442A Wal- 
nut St, Berkeley, CA 94709. Call 
anytime: (800) 227-1617x453, or in 
California: (800) 772-3545x453. 


GROW ANYWHERE... .TRUE 
HYDROPONICS requires no elec- 
tricity. Why pay high prices for 
low-producing, complicated, non- 
portable systems? HYDRO KING 
issimple, costs lessand growsany- 
thing, See July HicH Ties, p. 13. 
as, Mau erent Arn eC 
M. ea... postage 

KING, PO. Box $49, LaGrande, 
‘OR 97850, (513) 963-0633. 


Marijuana Seeds selected from. 
high-quality marijuana from all 
over the world. Durban poison, 
Nigerian, Sumatran, Thai and 
others. 4 for$1. Discount forlarger 
‘orders. Order now and send $2 for 
postage and seed catalog. Discre- 
Bon assured. THE SEED BANK 
Postbus 5, 6576 Z.A., OOY, the 
Netherlands. 


‘COLLECTIBLES 


Drug Antiques bought, sold. 
Catalog $1. CAPE ANN AN- 
TIQUES, P.O. Box 3502H, Pea- 
‘body, MA 01960, (617) 777-3011 


BUSINESS 
OPPORTUNITIES 


ATTN. CAFFEINE DEALER! 
Unique new product that will fit in 
‘with present product line. Send $3 
forsampleandinfo, P&L DISTRIB- 
UTORS, P.O. Box 155, Burnham, 
PA 17009-0155. 


Books AND 
PUBLICATIONS 


DRUG DEALERS: GETTING 
RIPPED OFF?? And not even in 
‘the name of the law? Foil the bas- 
‘tards by getting hip to tHeir opera- 
tions manual: How to Rip Off a 
Drug Dealer. 168 illustrated pages. 
Detailed instructions on how to 
‘screw you know who. For your in- 
formation ONLY!$15money order 
to DRAGON ENTERPRISES, PO. 
Box 3097, Ft. Myers, FL 33903, 


Lazy Nickels Newsletter—A 
must if you like marijuana. Send 
dollar to EVAN EYERICK, 635 E. 
Santa Anita, Burbank, CA'91501 


MISCELLANEOUS 


List for 


Smokeshop Mailin; 
1H 45701 


rent. Box 990, Athens, 


USABLE BIRTH CERTIFI- 
CATES, Passports, Licenses, Con- 
fidential Accounts. Details: $1 

M.I., Box 5127A, Dearborn, 
‘MI 48128, 


Turn harsh weed into primo 
smoke. Sample $3. Retailers want- 
ed. ENHANCER, Box 1210, Green- 
‘wood, Arkansas 72936. 


ATTENTION: CENTRAL CALI- 
FORNIA! “A Hole in the Sky” is 
moving three blocks to 1111 
Grand Ave., Grover City, CA, (805) 
481-8429. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


LOOKS LIKE DRIVER'S 
LICENSE—Only the genuine Uni- 
Photo ID resembles your state 
driver's license (all 30 states} 
Guaranteed. Details 25¢; for 24- 
hour processing send $13, photo, 
personal description to: UNI- 
PHOTO, Dept. HT-39, Box 3808, 
Bozeman, MT 59715. 


PERSONALS 


LONELY MAN, 47, 140 Ibs. 
5'6", black, divorced, church 
loves TY, slightly handicapped, de- 
sires a nice companion. Please send 
photo or write to JUNIOR, 3195 
Gillmore, Memphis, TN 38109. 


FINISHED YOUR BOOK 
on How To .. ., Exotica, 
Esoterica, Erotica, etc. 
Empathic Press will help you 


publish — write for brochure 


Empathic, Rm 1411, 
225 West 34th Street 
NY, NY 10001 


GGY MALONE’S” 
LIA 


NWA NI 
Nomad® Catalog 


Berkeley, CA 94709 


THE ULTIMATE FULL COLOR) 


2a Hour Service (6 
+ Gttcat Looking Chae 
+ Seatedin paste. S27 
* Moneyoack Guarantee 
Mions in Use 

Use anyunere - Anytime 


‘Box 31003. 


INDIANAPOLIS, IN 46231 


ing $808, 


ONLY. THE GENUINE 
nrevigro 10 ACTUAL 
RESEMBLES YOUR STATE 
DRIVER LICENSEIIS) 
GUARANTEED ESULTS 


WANTED _ ACTIVE 
mporTens/1STRIUTONS OF SMOKING HERES. 
Fld KASHMIR » COLOMBIA = THE ORIENT 
FOR REAL. BOLL YOUR OWN SMOMERS 
DAMIANA ® KAVA-KAVA'» KASHMIR 
TENDU AND MANY OTHER HERE MIKES 
Send fr deta 10 
THE ORIENTAL SHERe CO. LTO, 
'5 OREETING ROAD, STOWMARKET 
SUFFOLK, ENGLAND 
Telephone 01-44:449-612197 
Telex $8703 CHACOMG 


Reach out and corre- 
spond with a prisone! 
We receive requests daily 
from lonely prisoners who 
need contact with the out- 
side world. We have many 
more than we can print. If 
you would like to write toa 
prisoner, we'll send you a 
list of names and address- 
es. Send SASE to: HIGH 
TIMES Prisoner Outreach, 
17 W. 60 St., NYC 10023. 


EX-DRUG 
BOATS 


‘We reported on over 160 auctions offering 800 + 
Workboats, teighiers. spartish, treghters, Hoht 
SB transpor arcrat of al types iocated wn 25 states 
uring. he past year DONT MISS. THIS 
YEARS OPPORTUNITIES! Keep informed th 
Newsletter on upcoming auctions updated daly & 
‘males TWICE MONTHLY. 1'¥" $35. 3 month 
{Wal $10. iopak of several hunares successful 
bast bis procedures, ete. 87°50" Satclacton 
Guarantee er money back. ACT NOW! 
Visa/Mci Amex. Call Tol Free 800-327-2069 
308-491-1798) or mal check to 


NATIONAL AUCTION BULLETIN 


‘The most comprenensive information avaiable 


CLASSIFIEDS 


SELL! 
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Dry Cave Bat Guano 


2-8-05 Start & Flower _/, 
10-3-1 Growth & Foliage 


WITCHCRAFT 
NATURE'S HIGH!!! 


SUBSCRIBE TO 
HIGH TIMES 


SEE PAGE 18 


Govin £ Ywonne Frost. world’s foremost 
Witches, now occept students 


Box 1502-H,New Bern,NC 28560 


Find out why Full Circle Bat 
Guano is the ‘King of Fertilizers.” 


5 Ibs. 9.95 25 Ibs. 39.95, 
Postage paid in Continental U.S.A. 
California residents add 6% sales tax 
Instructions included. 
“For the full cycle use Full Circle” 
Box 6 Dept. H-1, Redway, CA 95560 
The “Heart” of Humboldt County! 


oc APPROVED cB Be a ee 
Ge, DEPT H09. 80X71, TMES SOR. STA, NYC 10108 


DRIVERS LICENSE Qualit 
ee ae CATES CT ESE uy 
ao a ° 
Divorce, Award Certificates and Wits. Best personal 1D © fetails 25¢ Savit ALL WITH THIS MULTICOLOR PRINT 
Tigh Sete! & Caloe Diplomas SAVE! Only $5 ea Meng 100% Cotton SM-LXL $8.98, 
uals BLANK Fons ‘Womens 50/50%¢ Fr Cut$806/ Tank Tops S695 
Sod ce Sarat Sr ee panarsons Ee Cates Tani lee 
perusal tesipaoe iiiek ee rere 
rm) ‘Sorel pte 596 Pacis Ave Sania Rous, CA 95404 
2071 EMERSON a! BLEU CARD Dealer inquirey O.K. 
‘sso ceoTn oe Des ciestmigieg 


The HIGH TIMES Classified Reaches Over 2 Million People Each Month. 
Whether Your Message is for Business or Pleasure, 
put it in HIGH TIMES for Maximum Results. 


| RATES i 


‘One time ad: $4.00/word i 5 G 
| Discount for contracts: ; F 5 
| Three consecutive ads $3.75/word 

Six consecutive ads $3.50/word 5 a 5 

‘Twelve consecutive ads $3.25/word 

CLASSIFIED DISPLA\ é is is 

$125 per column inch 48 ie 8 

Column width is 15/, inches x Ss a 

Discount for contracts: 

Three consecutive ads $115/inch Be Ea Es 

Six consecutive ads $105/inch 

Twelve consecutive ads $95/inch es 26 a 


All display ads must be delivered camera-ready. 


TO ORDER i i i 


MINIMUM AD IS TEN WORDS # 7 a 
Post Office Box #’s and telephone #’s count as two words each. 
All ads must be typewritten. 

ALL ADVERTISING MUST BE FULLY PAID IN 7 38 39 
ADVANCE WITH CHECK OR MONEY ORDER, NO CASH. 
Ad will appear 60 to 90 days after receipt. 

All ads are accepted at the discretion of the Publisher. 

No advertisements for chemicals, chemical supply houses, 
formulas, extraction methods or synthesis reports will 


Cost of Ad: 

words at per word = Total. 
Payment must be enclosed with order. 
(Check or money order only, please.) 


be accepted. 
Call for Advertising Acceptability Policy (212-974-1990). Narre 
Mail to: HiGH Times Classified 
17 West 60 Street, New York, NY 10023 Address 
Please include a sample of your product or catalog with your ad, and 
| your street address and phone number. ce = State__zip. 
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SR: 


1001 THOUGHTS ABOUT DRUGS 


FORTY-SIXTH OF A MONTHLY SERIES 


54 REFLECTIONS 
ON ICE-BREAKING 
Candy 
Is dandy 
But liquor 
Is quicker. 
den Nash, 
fany Long Years Ago, 1945 


548 PAUL & LINDA BUSTED 

IN BARBADOS 

Smiling and suntanned, he was unrepen- 
tant about his fourth drug bust in 12 years, 
telling newsmen at the airport: "This (mari- 
juana) substance is a whole lot less harmful 
‘than rum punch, whisky, nicotineand glue— 
all of which are perfectly legal. I'd like to 
see it decriminalized. 1 don't think that in 
the privacy of my own room I was doing 
any harm whatsoever. 

“Let's get this straight. I don't think I'm 
setting an example toanyone. I'm just being 
my own self in my own time. What about 
the example an alcoholic is setting? But 
alcohol is perfectly legal. All| ask is to be al- 
lowed, in the privacy of my own room, like 
homosexuals, to be allowed to do some- 
thing which I reckon is not very harmful.” 

Paul's first drug bust came in 1972 when 
he was arrested for trying to smuggle pot 
into Sweden, Later that year he was arrest- 
ed for growing marijuana on his farm in 
Scotland. In 1975, Linda was arrested for 
possession of marijuana in her handbag in 
Los Angeles. In 1980, McCartney was ar- 
rested and jailed for nine days after a bag 
full of pot was found in his suitcase in Tokyo. 
He was deported and a series of concerts 
was cancelled. 

Meanwhile, he is No. 1 on the British 
charts with "The Pipes of Peace." 

P. Roura and T. Poster, 
New York Daily News, 
Jan. 18, 1984 


54 ‘As WASHINGTON MAY BE CALLED 

the headquarters of tobacco-tinc- 
tured saliva, the time is come when I must 
confess, without any disguise, that the prev- 
alence of those two odious practices of 
chewing and expectorating began about 
this time to be anything but agreeable, and 
soon became most offensive and sickening. 
Inall the public places of America, this fil- 


thy custom is recognized. In the courts of 
law, the judge has his spittoon, the crier his, 
the witness his, and the prisoner his; while 
the jurymen and spectators are provided 
for, as so many men who in the course of 
nature must desire to spit incessantly. In 
the hospitals, the students of medicine are 
requested, by notices upon the wall, toeject 
their tobacco juice into the boxes provided 
for that purpose, and not to discolor the 
stairs. In public buildings, visitors are im- 
plored, through the same agency, to squirt 
the essence of their quids, or “plugs,” as 
I have heard them called by gentlemen 
Jearned in this kind of sweetmeat, into the 
national spittoons, and not about the bases 
of the marble columns. But in some parts, 
this custom is inseparably mixed up in 
every meal and moming call, and with all 
the transactions of social life. The stranger 
who follows in the track I took myself, will 
find it in its full bloom and glory, luxuriant 
in all its alarming recklessness, at Washing- 
ton. And let him not persuade himself (as 1 
once did, tomy shame], that previous tour- 
ists have exaggerated its extent. The thing 
itself is an exaggeration of nastiness, which 
cannot be outdone. 

On board this steamboat, there were two 
young gentlemen, with shirt-collars re- 
versed as usual, and armed with very big 
walking-sticks; who planted two seats in 
the middle of the deck, ata distance of some 
four paces apart; took out their tobacco- 
boxes; and sat down opposite each other to 
chew. In less than a quarter of an hour's 
time, these hopeful youths had shed about 
them on the clean boards, a copious shower 
of yellow rain; clearing, by that means, a 
kind of magic circle, within whose limits no 
intruders dared to come, and which they 
never failed to refresh and re-refresh before 
a spot was dry. This being before breakfast. 
rather disposed me, I confess, to nausea: 
but looking attentively at one of the expec 
torators, I plainly saw that he was young in 
chewing, and felt inwardly uneasy, himself. 
A glow of delight came over me at this dis- 
covery; and as I marked his face turn paler 
and paler, and saw the ball of tobacco in his 
left cheek, quiver with his suppressed agony, 
while yet he spat, and chewed, and spat 
again, in emulation of his older friend, 1 
could have fallen on his neck and implored 
him to go on for hours. 

Charles Dickens, 
American Notes, 1842 


5. 5! HEROIN-RELATED DEATHS— 
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, 1980-1982 
Inthe period January 1980- December 1982, 
266 deaths occurred in the District of Co- 
lumbia because of intravenous heroin use. 
‘These deaths represented a substantial in- 
crease in numbers beginning in the second 
quarter of 1979. The median age ofall dece- 
lents for this 2-year period was 30 years; 
93% were black, and 82% were male. These 
deaths constituted 96% of all deaths due to 
abuse of narcotics in the District of Colum- 
bia during the study period; they clustered 
significantly in the spring and summer, on 
Friday and Saturday, and from 6 ro. through 
12 midnight. The median age at which the 
decedents in this group first used heroin 
was 19, Analyses of heroin preparations sold 
on the street indicated that quinine was the 
only other pharmacologically active sub- 
stance consistently present in packages of 
heroin associated with these heroin-related 
deaths (HRDs). .. 

Although the mechanisms for the epi- 
demiologically identified risk factors have 
not been firmly established, the data from 
the District of Columbia study support the 
adoption of public health education mea- 
sures aimed at reducing heroin-related 
mortality. The following recommendations 
should be considered for use by publichealth 
care providers: 

1) Heroin users should be continually re- 
minded of the well-documented elevation 
in the risk for death associated with using 
heroin in any context, using heroin after a 
period of postaddiction abstinence, and us- 
Ing heroin for recreational (nonaddictive) 
purposes 

2) The risk of combining heroin use with 
ethanol ingestion should be made clear to 
all heroin users. Addiction treatment pro 
grams should also address the problem of 
Substituting addiction to ethanol for addic- 
tion to heroin, methadone, or other drugs. 
Heroin addicts under treatment who have 
problems with ethanol abuse should be 
treated for both drug problems. 

3) Measures should be considered to de- 
crease the ready availability of quinine. 
Heroin users should also be apprised of the 
potential risks involved when quinine is 
used as a diluent in preparations of heroin. 


Morbidity & Mortality 
Weekly Report, 
July 1, 1983 


HicH Times welcomes reader contributions to this clever column. Address correspondence to: 
Dope Lore, HicH Times, 17 West 60th Street, New York, NY 10023. 
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From Seeds To Stems 
(And Buds, Too!) 


The BEST OF HIGH TIMES, 
Special Cultivation Issue, 

is the most comprehensive 
publication on the subject 
of outdoor marijuana 
cultivation. All of the experts 
in the field have contributed 
to this giant compendium. 


You'll find articles by 

Ed Rosenthal and Mel Frank 
(authors of Marijuana 
Growers Guide), Warren 
Dearden, Robert Connell 
Clarke and “R,” the 
Connoisseur, plus some of 
the best dope photography 
you've ever laid eyes on. 


From seeds to stems, you'll 
find all you need to know 
about marijuana botany. The 
BEST OF HIGH TIMES, 
VOLUME V is a full-sized, 
profusely illustrated volume— 
a beautiful anthology of 
marijuana cultivation and an 
essential reference work for 
all smokers. 


end me ___ copy(ies) of The Best of High Times V at $4.95 each (includes postage 
and handling). I have enclosed _____ total (check or money order). 
Name 
Address. 
City. State. Zip. 


Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery. 


VISIONS Mike Wilmington 


REDFORD AT THE BAT... 


...Gibson on the Bounty and Goldie Goes to Work. 
Plus a few offerings for those who prefer subtitles. 


The Bounty (D: Roger Donaldson. With 
Anthony Hopkins and Mel Gibson)|— 
Captain Bligh and Fletcher Christian 
(anal-compulsive despot and coura- 
geous libertine) from the apparently 
deathless pages of Nordhoff and Hall's 
historical novel once more wage their 
eternal struggle over the souls and free- 
dom of the men of H.M.S. Bounty and 
its cargo of breadfruit and bondage 
This, of course; isthe much-announced, 
much-delayed Dino De Laurentiis re- 
make of Mutiny on the Bounty, What's 
different here, beyond the obvious op- 
portunity for increased sexual frank- 
ness, is the socio-psychological analysis. 
Bolt’s Bligh (impressively done by Hop- 


kins) is not a monster, nor, indeed, is he 
even a captain (the film restores him to 
an ambitious ship's lieutenancy). He is, 
instead, arather decent, evenapproach- 
able chap, albeit a bit infatuated with 
Fletcher Christian, who becomes crazed 
by the social pressures of rising in Her 
Majesty's Navy. And Christian (Gibson, 
at his sexiest) is not really a romantic 
hero; he is an. adventurer and voluptu- 
ary who, along with the crew, is too 
seduced by the carefree hedonism of 
the islands to want to return to Britain. 
The film has a potential for social trage- 
dy that it never quite reaches, and the 
direction of New Zealander Donaldson 
(who made the excellent Sleeping Dogs 


and Smash Palace), though muscular 
and spontaneous, is a bit less certain 
with the upper classes than it is with 
the lower. But even though The Bounty 
tends to vanish off your mind's palate a 
bit rapidly, it’s a pleasant evening's en- 
tertainment; and, largely because of 
Bolt’s crisply elegant script, it compares 
favorably with its two predecessors. 


Swing Shift (D: Jonathan Demme. 
With Goldie Hawn)—The failures of 
hacks or incompetents can be amusing; 
the failures of talented people usually 
only make you groan. Swing Shift is the 
work of a talented director, talented 
writers, talented actors, cinematogra- 
phers, and art and set designers. And 
the result is bland, dumb, frazzled, 
vaguely chaotic and straining at the 
seams. Were back in the '40s—the era 
of the Andrews Sisters, war bonds, the 
Flat Foot Floogie and Rosie the Riveter— 
ina stretch of Santa Monica where the 
men are off to fight and the women are 
“manning” the homefires: pounding 
the rivets, making the planes and, inci- 
dentally, discovering a new indepen- 
dence, new sexual lives and a new 
community—a community which will 
evaporate when the war is over. It's a 
rich theme, and we see it in micro- 
cosm—through the experiences of 
Goldie Hawn as a typical housewife. 
And here's where the film begins to go 
wrong; the focus is so insistently, ro- 
mantically, on Goldie that we lose any 
sense of community. One might tend to 
blame director or actors here—or the 
way Swing Shift was cut—except for the 
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fact that the lines themselves are terri- 
ble; folksy, empty, cutesy, dull, and al- 
most totally lacking in depth, reso- 
nance or even simple humor. Swing 
Shift is as disconnected, flat and dys- 
functional as a plane before it hits the 
assembly line. It doesn't fly, and you 
can only appreciate it in sections and 
pieces, if at all. 


The Natural (D: Barry Levinson. With 
Robert Redford, Robert Duvall, Glenn 
Close)—The first thing that has to be 
said about the new movie adaptation of 
Bernard Malamud’s superb baseball 
novel, The Natural, is that the screen- 
writers have made a ludicrous altera- 
tion of the book's climax—almost as 
absurd as if, in adapting War and Peace, 
they had decided to try this new, “im: 
proved” ending: Napoleon triumphant. 
But the second thing that has to be said 
is that this incredibly foolish ending is 
one of the few things in the movie that 
really, unequivocally works, that doesn't 
tend to be paralyzed by overreverence, 
sapped by grand ambitions or drowned 
in misapplied expertise and virtuosity. 
Malamud's novel is a sort of Faustian 
view of the Great American Pastime— 
with its quirky, fantastic, darkly hu- 
morous study of Roy Hobbs, an aging 
pro outfielder, derailed from greatness, 
and now in middle age, desperately 
reaching for one last stab at immortali- 
ty. The novel is cynical and romantic in 
the best American-Gothic tradition, 
brilliantly sharp and funny, poetic and 
touching. It should have made a won- 
derful movie. And certainly, this Natural 
isa showcase for some of the best talent 
in Hollywood. Cinematographer Caleb 
Deschanel lights it exquisitely; Randy 
Newman proves he's as good a film 
composer as his uncles, and the cast 
looks like a registry of Hollywood's 
reigning aristocracy of acting—Robert 
Redford (perfect as Hobbs}, Robert Du- 
vall, Glenn Close (both wasted), Wil- 
ford Brimley, Richard Farnsworth, Kim 
Basinger and Joe Don Baker (doing an 
excellent bit as a proto-Ruthian slugger 
named “The Whammer"). But every- 
thing seems tobe inastate of fudgy con- 
fusion. The only good dialogue is trans- 
planted directly from Malamud, and 
{even if you swallow hard and accept 
the new resolution), Roger Towne and 
Phil Dusenberry's script is badly struc- 
tured and full of seams. As for Barry 
(Diner) Levinson, he has succumbed to 
a sort of Rigor Rembrandt in the com- 
positions (always a temptation when 
working with a talent like Deschanel), 
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Robert Redford as the aging rookie outfielder in Barry Levinson’s The Natural. 


and he never really generates a consis- 
tent rhythm, spontaneity or style. The 
menace tends to be unmenacing, the 
romance overchic, and the humor arch. 
But I don't want to sound too harsh. 
There are many good moments in The 
Natural, and I wouldn't want, however 
infinitesimally, to fuel any studio head's 
insistence that writers like Malamud 
(or Doctorow or Bellow) should be avoid- 
ed, all the better to crank out 50 new 
versions of Fiends on the Loose or MTV: 
The Movie. After all, it's always seemed 
to me that a movie adaptation of Mala- 
mud's The Assistant (say, by Sidney 
Lumet), well-cast (say, with De Niro], 
would have a clear shot at greatness. 
And so, under the right circumstances, 
would The Natural. 


Sugar Cane Alley —A beautiful film. A 
classic. One that will stay lodged forever 
in the hearts and minds of its audiences 
(much as Bicycle Thieves or Pather Pan- 
chali did before it). Based on an auto- 
biographical novel by Martinican Jo- 
seph Zobel, Sugar Cane Alley, or La Rue 
Cases Negres |the novel's original title, 
which translates more accurately as 
“Black Shack Alley" or "Ghetto"), tells 
the story of a young boy named José, 
who lives with his grandmother, M’an 
Tine, in the Martinique of the 1930s. 
Man Tine toils in the sugar-cane fields; 
José is an industrious, prodigiously in- 
telligent student-child. Around them is 
a countryside both lush and enticing, 
and riddled with injustice. The cane 
waves in the heat and wind, the sun- 


is 


Sugar Cane Alley: A film that will remain in the hearts and minds of its audiences. 


light sparkles, the palm trees shed a 
welcome coolness, crickets and bells 
sing in the evening—but the French col- 
onizers own Martinique, and the 
blacks, mulattos or West Indians are 
their mostly docile, occasionally furi- 
ous servants. The boy, José, is anything 
but a rebel—and neither is his massive- 
ly good, self-abnegating and generous 
grandmother. But it is through their 
eyes and experiences that we witness 
Martinique’s (and the world’s) injustice. 
In the course of the story, we see—casu- 
ally and without any obvious moral 
preachments—many social strata and 
levels of this happy, miserable land. 
And we witness an example of self-sac- 
rifice and love, so real and wounding 
that it is almost impossible not to cry as 
it unfolds. The direction and acting— 
almost exclusively by nonprofessionals 
(this is the first fiction-feature in Marti- 
niques history)—is a revelation. The 
only two “professional” actors—Sene- 
gal's great Dut Douka Seck as Medouze 
and Darling Legitimus as M’an Tine— 
provide true dramatic epiphanies. There 
is one small bit of contrivance and nar- 
rative compression toward the end of 
Sugar Cane Alley; otherwise I can't find 
a thing to object to in it. It’s a lovely 
film—radiant and genuine and, most of 
all, humane—and I hope everyone with- 
in reach of this magazine will see it. 


Entre Nous (Coup de Foudre} (D: Di- 
ane Kurys. With Isabelle Huppert and 
Guy Marchand)—Entre Nous, the third 
(and best) in writer-director Kurys 
semiautobiographical series on her 
childhood and youth (Peppermint Soda, 
Cocktail Molotov), is set in Lyons and 
Paris in the early ‘50s. It is a child's eye- 


view of a disintegrating marriage—be- 
tween Lena (Huppert), who has a pro- 
vincial’s dream of Paris, and her mer- 
curial, violently sentimental husband, 
Michel (Marchand), who runs a garage 
and worships the commonplace. But it 
is also a love story between two wom- 
en—Lena and her best friend, Made- 


— 


Entre Nous: Paris through the eyes of a precocious French girl. 


shown this film's “villain,” the torment- 
ed husband and father (a superb per- 
formance by Marchand—full of prickly 
nerves and bounding, childish passions). 
At the end, Kurys leaves us witha scene, 
an image, a culmination that truly re- 
calls that sadly resigned phrase of Re- 
noir: “Tout le monde a ses raisons.” 
("Everybody has his/her reasons.") 


Love Letters (D: Amy Jones. With Jamie 
Lee Curtis and James Keach|—Jamie 
Lee Curtis hasa striking erotic presence 
on the screen: in the right part she radi- 
atesa kind of offhand, unabashed, clean- 
limbed and amusingly blunt sexiness 
(nothing coy, nothing precious or faked) 
that can leave a susceptible male (this 
susceptible male, anyway) slack-jawed 
anda little glassy-eyed. In her new film 
Love Letters, Jones is trying something 
radically different—and because the 
film is serious and well-intentioned, an 
often quiet and unforced piece of low- 
key social realism that tries to do justice 
toa difficult and often exploited subject 
(marital infidelity in two generations), I 
wish I'd liked it better. But intentions 
don't ennoble execution: Love Letters, 


Z 


leine (Miou Miou), and their quirky, 
intense relationship, which inspires 
Michel to fits of mad, murderous jeal- 
ousy. The bond between the women is 
disarmingly subtle, and brilliantly ob- 
served by Kurys; it is set against a back- 
drop—Lyons right after World War II— 
which, in its utter bourgeois compla- 
cency and traditionalism, throws it into 
a relief that is even sharper, more dra- 
matic. More remarkable, perhaps even 
than the high skill and tremendous 
honesty of Entre Nous, is the sympathy 


except for some genuinely steamy love 
scenes with Curtis and Keach, is mostly 
pallid stuff. It’s not mawkish or cheap, 
and it tries to show the pricks, pain and 
passion of adultery with intelligence 
and candor, but perhaps in the end it's 
too tasteful, too muted—and too mild 
and low-key to triumph over writer- 
director Jones thin, one-note dialogues. 
But Curtis, even in this pastel, febrile 
tale, sets off lots of sparks. Someday, in 
the right movie, she'll make the screen 
blaze. 0 
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AWARDS 


/ continued from page 62 


there's something like this grass to bring 

you back home, remind you of it, open 
you up again to the delight that natural- 
iy resides within the soul 

Don't ask me why this stuff works. 
Maybe you buy the idea that the spe- 
cially cultivated California seeds were 
somehow homesick for their ancestral 
roots in Colombia. That they responded 
to the peculiar idiosyncratic fertility of 
the Colombian soil with an outrageous 
outburst of psychotropic potency. A 
kind of mother-and-child reunion. The 
return of the native. That sort of thing. 
Whatever it was, it worked. 

Which only left me with one dilemma. 
It is, after all, time for the long-awaited, 
legendary, hotly controversial, time-hon- 
ored, superauthoritative dope awards: 
the Academy Awards of weed, the Herb- 
ies. And the strange story of this entry's 
origin left one big question unanswered: 
Would it win in the Domestic or the 
Foreign category? Or both? I was 
tempted to give it both awards since 
nothing else was even close. But then I 
remembered the Phantom Gold Ounce. 

Once, just once, this year, I came 
across an ounce of Colombian that 
wasn't repulsively moldy and horrible 
to smoke. It was, again, one of those sit- 
uations where I had to overcome years 
of skepticism to even light up a sample 
joint. After all, for years, you were far 
better off giving up grass than smoking 
Colombian. Unless you liked buzzy, 
sick headaches and shrill rushes of 
paranoid anxiety. If that's your kind of 
high, then you loved Colombian. But I 
couldn't smoke it. It was, for me, a de- 
based travesty of the great Colombian 
Golds of the mid-'70s. I say it's oregano, 
and I say—the hell with it. 

Still, time after time, I'd find myself 
in situations where seemingly well- 
meaning people would offer me ajoint, 
saying, “This is real Colombian Gold.” 
Or, they'd ask me to check outan ounce 
and tell me, "It's the real thing, cold, 
man, just like Santa Marta.” 

Sure. I'd been disappointed so often 
with that line. I'd been suckered into in- 
haling such wretched weed under that 
guise that I practically break out in 
hives every time I hear it 

Still, it's my job. I have a responsibility 
to my readers to check out these kinds 
of claims and expose the false ones, so 
recently, in a moment of weakness, I 
agreed to check out a new report of 
some "genuine Gold.” 

Well, what can I say? It wasn't the 


freshest-looking stuff I've ever seen. 
But it was definitely brownish Gold. I 
smoked a little. I wasn't very impressed. 
I didn't want to damage my brain by 
smoking any more bogus Gold. In fact, 
in situations like these, I make ita habit 
of taking only one tiny, tentative puff. 
I've grown confident I can spot the tell- 
tale moldy taste of fool's gold from the 
very first few molecules that enter my 
system. In fact, don't tell anyone, but 
I've grown quite adept at faking smok- 
ing a whole joint in tasting situations 
like this. I pretend to take a puff, pass it 
around, the joint gets smoked, it looks 
like I'm being polite and conscientious, 
but I don't have to waste my time re- 
covering from a stupid, stuporous gar- 
bage-weed “high.” 

So, after a few polite fake puffs, I 
made my excuses, absent-mindedly 
pocketed the rest of the joint and 
walked out, glad to have escaped an- 
other depressing pseudo-Gold high. It 
wasn't until a couple days later that I 
came across the joint in my pocket ina 
very different kind of situation. I'm not 
going to explain the situation, but suf- 
fice to say it was part of being sociable 
and [actually smoked thisalleged Gold. 
Didn't fake it. And the amazing thing is, 
Tactually got high. 

Actually got high, in a pleasant, 
dreamy, lighthearted, euphoric, exhila- 
rating, energetic, playful, sensual way. 
The way I hadn't gotten high from "“Co- 
lombian Gold” in almost a decade. Sud- 
denly, I realized—how nice it used to be 
to get high, how awful the situation is 
now. How no grass—domestic or for- 
eign, with the exception of occasional 
exotic oddities from volcanoes and 
weird botanists; oddities that never 
reach the general public—basically, no 
grass gets you high anymore. 

The next day I went back to the place 
that had that amazing Gold ounce 
Only to be told it was gone. The whole 
supply had gone overnight. There was 
nomore left. No prospect of getting any 
more. The connection had disappeared. 

I began to wonder if the whole ex- 
perience was a dream. If that ounce 
was some kind of phantom, the Flying 
Dutchman of dope, a fleeting vision 
that only served to remind me of the 
bleakness of the present. It might have 
been the Last Real Grassin the Western 
Hemisphere. And now it was gone for 
good. Still, more in sorrow than in 
anger, I believe it deserves an award, 
and so I'm giving the Phantom Gold 
Ounce the Best Foreign Grass award 
this year. And the Herbie for Best 
Domestic Grass goes to California Neo- 
Colombian. [1 
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DYLAN REVISITED 


With another gold album (Infidels) under his belt 
and more apocalyptic visions on his mind, Bob Dylan 
remains the penultimate songwriter. 


Tere have been a slew of picture 
books on the Minesota Bard, but Dylan 
is far and away the best of the lot. The 
photographs, spanning 20-odd years, 
document Dylan's chameleonlike per- 
sona, and Jonathon Cott’s sensitive text 
sheds new light on the enigmatic song- 
writer. In this excerpt, Cott discusses 
Bob’s folk-rock period, when in two 
short years and with three albums, 
Dylan forever changed the face of 
popular music. 


| nthe period from 1965 to 1966, Dylan's 
dress and appearance again changed, 
and he now seemed somehow more 
androgynous. As writers Nora Ephron 
and Susan Edmiston described him 
during a mid-1965 interview: “He was 
wearing a red and navy op-art shirt, a 
navy blazer, and pointy high-heeled 
boots. His face, sosharp and harsh when. 
translated through the media, was then 
infinitely soft and delicate. His hair was 
not bushy or electric or Afro; it was 
fine-spun soft froth like the foam of a 
wave. He looked like an underfed angel 
witha nose from the land of the Chosen 
People.” 

‘And during these two years Dylan 
released three albums—Bringing It All 
Back Home, Highway 61 Revisited and 
Blonde on Blonde—that not only de- 
fined himself for his generation but also 
helped to reveal his generation to itself. 
Itis important to recall that the mid-'60s 
were a time of extraordinary counter- 
cultural ferment and subversiveness. 
Haight-Ashbury hippies, American 
and French radical students, anti-Viet- 
nam War demonstrators, Black Pan- 
thers, Maoist militants, free-love anar- 
chists, Hindu and Buddhist converts, 
apocalyptic ecologists, commune dwell- 
ers, the Weathermen (who of course 
took their title from "Subterranean 
Homesick Blues")—all found their focus 
and energy expressed in rock music, of 
which Bob Dylan was one of the most 
influential exemplars. Even though, 
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throughout his career, he continually 
avoided the role of “shepherd” or “lead- 
er” ("It's never been my duty/To remake 
the worldat large/Norisit my intention/ 
To sound a battle charge”—"Wedding 
Song"), people took from his songs his 
passion and perceptions and made 
them part of their lives. It was his words 
and music that inspired them. And in- 
deed, Dylan did change the course of 
rock music by enlarging the possibilities 
of its range and significance. As the 
critic Paul Nelson wrote about the sec- 
ond of Dylan's mid-’60s albums (though 
he might as well have been speaking 
about all three of them), “With the 
advent of Highway 61 Revisited... Bob 
Dylan has exploded...the entire city 
folk music scene into the incredibly 
rich fields of modern poetry, literature 
and philosophy. That he did it with his 
own personal blend of a popular music 
style, rock ‘n’ roll, is all the more joyful 
and remarkable." 

I still remember the howls of outrage 
from many professors of literature when 
they heard of critic Ralph J. Gleason's 
remark that, in his opinion; Bob Dylan 
was America’s greatest contemporary 
poet. (Dylan himself had once remarked, 
"You don't necessarily have to write to 
be a poet. Some people work in gas sta- 
tions and they're poets. I don't call my- 
self a poet because I don't like the word. 
I'ma trapeze artist.”) But the West Coast 
poet and critic Kenneth Rexroth was 
one of several nonacademic writers 
who clearly understood Gleason's re- 
mark and who went on to explain the 
situation in a marvelous essay entitled 
“Back to the Sources of Literature": 
"Most people do not even notice what 
is happening in the art of poetry for the 
simple reason that it never occurs to 
them that what is happening is. poet- 
ry... Asin the days before the city and 
the alphabet, poetry has become once 
again an art of direct communication, 
one person speaking or singing directly 
to others. Along with this change has 


come, in the words of the poems them- 
selves, a constant, relentless, thorough- 
going criticism of all the values of in- 
dustrial, commercial civilization. Poetry 
today is people poetry as it was in tribal 
society, and it performs the same func- 
tion ina worldwide counterculture. It is 
the most important single factor in the 
unity of that counterculture and takes 
the place of ideologies and constitutions, 
even of religious principles. As such, 
those whose lives are identified past re- 
call with the older dominant culture are 
justified in seeing it as profoundly sub- 
versive. Whereis this poetry? It isin the 
lyrics of rock singers, protest singers, 
folksingers and the singers of gathering 
places like the French cafés chantants 
now spread all over the world.” The 
roots of this poetry, of course, went 
back to the troubadours, Carmina Bu- 
rana (the large collection of medieval 
student songs of love and protest), and 
Frangois Villon, whom Rexroth calls 
“the poet laureate of five hundred years 
of the counterculture.” And Dylan him- 
self acknowledged this tradition and 
extended it to our day in one of his 1 
Outlined Epitaphs: 


with the sounds of Frangois Villon 
echoin’ through my mad streets 
as I stumble on lost cigars 
of Bertolt Brecht 
an’ empty bottles 
of Brendan Behan 
the hypnotic words 
of A.L. Lloyd 
each one bendin’ like its own song... 
the cries of Charles Aznavour 
with melodies of Yevtushenko 
through the quiet fire of Miles Davis 
above the bells of William Blake 
an’ beat visions of Johnny Cash 
an’ the saintliness of Pete Seeger. . . 
it’s all endless 
an’ it’s all songs 
it's just one big world of songs 
As far as “exploding this folk-music 
scene into philosophy” was concerned, 


Excerpted from Dylan, tobe published by Rolling Stone Press/Doubleday-Dolphin, fll 1984. Used by permission. 


Dylan told the journalist Joseph Haas in 
1965, “Philosophy can't give me any- 
thing that I don't already have. The big- 
gest thing of all, that encompasses it all, 
is kept back in this country. I's an old 
Chinese philosophy and religion.. 
There is a book called the I Ching, I'm 
not trying to push it... but it's the only 
thing that is amazingly true, period, not 
just for me. .. You don't have to believe 
in anything to read it, because besides 
being a great book to believe in, it's also 
very fantastic poetry.” 

“Change: that is the unchangeable" is 
the paradoxical notion of the I Ching: 
and connected with this notion is the 
belief in the essential relativity of Yin 
and Yang. Compare Dylan's "My love 
she speaks like silence,/Without ideals 
or violence,/She doesn't have to say 
she's faithful,/Yet she's true, like ice, 
like fire” ("Love Minus Zero/No Limit") 
to the Chinese sage Lao Tzu's "When 
everyone recognizes beauty as beauti- 
ful,/There is already ugliness;/When 
everyone recognizes goodness as good,/ 
‘There is already evil,” and one can readi- 
ly perceive the connection. And strange- 
ly, Dylan's “philosophy” is also uncan- 
nily similar to that of the 16th-century 
Chinese philosopher Li Chih, who has 
been called the "greatest heretic and 
iconoclast in China's history.” In his 
essay “Childlike Mind," Li had this to 
say: "Once people's minds have been 
given over to received opinions and 
moral principles, what they have to say 
is all about these things, and not what 
would naturally come from their child- 
like minds. No matter how clever the 
words, what have they to do with one- 
self? What else can there be but phony 
men speaking phony words, doing 
phony things, writing phony writings? 
Once the men become phonies, every- 
thing becomes phony. Thereafter, if 
‘one speaks phony talk to the phonies, 
the phonies are pleased; and if one does 
phony things as the phonies do, the 
phonies are pleased; and if one dis- 
courses with the phonies through phony 
writings, the phoniesare pleased. Every- 
thing is phony, and everyone is pleased” 
And this is simply Bob Dylan set in 
prose: "Obscenity, who really cares/ 
Propaganda, allis phony”—"It's Alright, 
Ma (I'm Only Bleeding). 

In the three albums he released be- 
tween 1965 and 1966, moreover, Dylan 
mercilessly put down everything he 
saw as phony, deadening and lifele: 
“guilty undertakers,’ “drunken polit 
cians,” people who lived in “vaults” and 
who depended on “useless and point- 
less information," critics like the Mr. 
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Joneses of the world, debutantes who 
knew what you needed but not what 
you wanted. When in the song “I Want 
You" he sang: “Now all my fathers, 
they've gone down,/True love they've 
been without it./But all their daughters 
put me down/'Cause I don't think about 
it," Dylan was suggesting that real desire 
is stronger than frustration or guilt. As 
he wrote in 11 Outlined Epitaphs: 


desire... never fearful 
finally faithful 

it will guide me well 
across all bridges 
inside all tunnels 
never failin’... 


T have read excellent and convincing 
psychological, philosophical, sociologi- 
cal, literary, cabalistic and other spiri- 
tual interpretations of Dylan's lyrics. 
Yet the one thing to remember is that, 
before they are anything else, Dylan's 
songs begin as the free and open expres- 
sion of an unprogrammed and uncon- 
ditioned artist—with Li Chih’s "child- 
like” mind—exploring his own deepest 
perceptions about himself and the world 
("Im ready to go anywhere, I'm ready 
for to fade/Into my own parade, cast 
your dancing spell my way,/I prom- 
ise to go under it’—"Mr. Tambourine 
Man") and coming back to have them 
confirmed by a generation of young 
people trying to find its way in the midst 
of social and personal unrest. As the 
novelist John Clellon Holmes then com- 
mented about Dylan, “He has the au- 
thentic mark of the bard on him, and I 
think it's safe to say that no one, years 
hence, will be able to understand just 
what it was like to live in this time with- 
out attending to what this astonishingly 
gifted young man hasalready achieved.” 
Dylan's songs from the mid-'60s, more- 
over, areas powerfuland relevant today 
as when they were written: 


Ah get born, keep warm 

Short pants, romance, learn to dance 

Get dressed, get blessed 

Try to be a success 

Please her, please him, buy gifts 

Don't steal, don't lift 

‘Twenty years of schoolin’ 

And they put you on the day shift 
—"Subterranean Homesick Blues" 


Advertising signs that con you 

Into thinking you're the one 

That can do what's never been done 
That can win what's never been won 
Meanwhile life outside goes on 
Allaround you... 


For them that must obey authority 
That they do not respect in any degree 
Who despise their jobs, their destinies 
Speak jealously of them that are free 
Cultivate their flowers to be 
Nothing more than something 
They invest in... 
—"TIt’s Alright, Ma 
(Im Only Bleeding)" 
How does it feel 
To be on your own 
With no direction home 
Like a complete unknown 
Like a rolling stone? 
—"Like a Rolling Stone’ 


“Chaos is a friend of mine,” Dylan 
said during this period. And he unhesi- 
tatingly entered the world of Chaos—his 
Desolation Row, his Juarez, his Mobile. 
In more romantic terms, Dylan was 
following the poet Arthur Rimbaud's 
advice about becoming a seer. Rimbaud 
wrote, "The Poet makes himself a seer 
by a long, immense and reasoned pro- 
cess of disordering the rules of all the 
senses. Alll the forms of love, suffering, 
madness; he personally seeks out and 
exhausts in himself all the poisons, to 
save and keep only their quintessences.” 
And itis hardly a secret that during this 
period Dylan was experimenting with 
drugs. “They just bend your mind a 
little," he stated in Playboy in 1966, and 
added, "I think everybody's mind should 
be bent once in a while.” 

In “Subterranean Homesick Blues," 
Dylan was “mixing up the medicine,” 
and insongslike “Just Like Tom Thumbs 
Blues’ and "Stuck Inside of Mobile with 
the Memphis Blues Again" he upped 
the dosage and described the scene and 
the results: “Now the rainman gave me 
two cures,/Then he said, ‘Jump right 
in./The one was Texas medicine,/The 
other was just railroad gin./And like a 
fool I mixed them/And it strangled up 
my mind/And now people just get 
uglier/And I have no sense of time.” 

‘And during this time when everyone, 
it seemed, was getting stoned, another, 
less angelic, less ingratiating side of 
Dylan’s personality seemed to emerge. 
Dylan's reported arrogance, aggressive- 
ness, furtiveness and mistrustfulness 
(qualities that can be glimpsed in the 
film Don't Look Back and which, ac- 
cording to many of his friends and ex- 
friends, hadalways lain hidden beneath 
the surface of his personality) now ex- 
ploded. His enormous fame and influ- 
ence with their impossible demands, 
his mind-bending experiments with 
drugs, the difficulty he may have had 
handling his irrepressible and exigent 


The Freewheelin’ Dylan: his mid-'60s albwms revolutionized the rock genre. 


perceptions and insights, his constant 
concertizing—all blocked Dylan's path 
of self-discovery, a path that demanded 
observation and attention and calm- 
ness and the time and space to be a light 
to oneself. In 11 Outlined Epitaphs he 
had written: 


“I'm happy enough now" 
“why?” 


‘cause I'm calmly lookin’ outside an’ 
watchin’ the night unwind” 


But now it was he who was beginning 
to unwind. As he had written on the 
jacket notes to Bringing It All Back Home, 
{accept chaos. iam not sure whether it 
accepts me.” It didn't. And it was un- 
doubtedly inevitable (and probably a 
blessing in disguise} that in 1966 he have 
amotorcycle accident, suffering several 
broken vertebrae, a concussion and 
lacerations of his face and scalp. For 
months on end he was forced to recu- 
perate in the quiet of his Woodstock 
home with his wife, Sara Lowndes, 
whom he had secretly married in 1965, 
and his new family life. 


During his long recuperation he spoke 
to no one in the press. But in May 1967 
Dylan broke his silence and told the 
New York Daily News, “What I've been 
doin’ mostly is seein’ only a few close 
friends, readin’ little about the outside 
world, porin' over books by people you 
never heard of, thinkin’ about where 
I'm goin’, and why am I runnin’, and 
am I mixed up too much, and what am I 
knowin’, and what am I givin’, and what 
am I takin’. And mainly what I've been 
doin’ is workin’ on gettin’ better and 
makin’ better music, which is what my 
life is all about.” And early in 1968 he 
told Newsweek, "I used to think that 
myself and my songs were the same 
thing. But I don't believe that anymore. 
There's myself and there's my song, 
which I hope is everybody's song,” Or, 
as the Chinese would put it, Dylan had 
gone from unwitting identity with the 
Tao toknowing the Tao, like passing from 
unconsciousness to consciousness, from 
a total reliance on intuition to a more 
distanced sense of control. He was now 
writing songs and not living them. 

In an especially candid moment dur- 


ing the interview we were doing for 
Rolling Stone in 1978, he told me about 
the creative problems he had encoun- 
tered since the time he recorded Blonde 
on Blonde, 12 years before: “Right 
through the time of Blonde on Blonde 
I was [writing songs} unconsciously. 
Then one day I was half-stepping, and 
the lights went out. And since that point, 
I more or less had amnesia. Now, you 
can take that statement as literally or 
metaphysically as you need to, but 
that’s what happened to me. It took me 
along time to get todo consciously what 
I used to be able to do unconsciously. 

“Tthappens to everybody. Think about 
the periods when people don't do any- 
thing, or they lose it and have to regain 
it, or lose it and gain something else. So 
it's taken me all this time, and the rec 
cords I made along the way were like 
openers—trying to figure out whether it 
was this way or that way, just what is it, 
what's the simplest way I can tell the 
story and make this feeling real. 

“So now I'm connected back, and I 
don't know how long I'll be there be- 
cause I don't know how long I'm going 
to live. But what comes now is for real 
and from a place that's .. .I don't know, 
I don't care who else cares about it. 

“John Wesley Harding was a fearful 
album—just dealing with fear [laugh- 
ing], but dealing with the devil ina fear- 
ful way, almost. All I wanted to do was 
toget the words right. It was courageous 
to doit because I could have not done it, 
too. Anyway, on Nashville Skyline you 
had to read between the lines. I was 
trying to grasp something that would 
lead me on to where I thought I should 
be, and it didn't go nowhere—it just 
went down, down, down. I couldn't be 
anybody but myself, and at that point I 
didn't know it or want to know it. 

“Twas convinced I wasn't going to do 
anything else, and I had the good for- 
tune to meet a man in New York City 
who taught me how to see. He put my 
mind and my hand and my eye together 
in a way that allowed me to do con- 
sciously what I unconsciously felt. And 
I didn't know how to pull it off. I wasn't 
sure it could be done in songs because 
Id never written a song like that. But 
when I started doing it, the first album 1 
made was Blood on the Tracks. Every- 
body agrees that that was pretty differ- 
ent, and what's different about it is that 
there'sa code in the lyrics and also there's 
no sense of time. There's no respect for 
it: you've got yesterday, today and to- 
morrow all in the same room, and 
there's very little you can't imagine not 
happening.” 1) 
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/ continued from page 71 

was already speechless at the sight of 
the natural world coming into full- 
color, three-dimensional focus in the 
brightening morning light. There were 
no words I could think of that could 
adequately express the beauty of the 
world itself—Reality, the Diamond 
Jewel in the Lotus, they called it in the 
Buddhist scriptures—or my joy at be- 
ing able to see it and apprehend it 
more and more clearly. 

Thad paused to gaze, enraptured, 
at the golden morning light that was 
falling on one side of a large Monterey 
pine and turning the luxuriant moss 
that was growing on its bark a bright 
yellow-green. "Look at the colors, 
Walt," I said. 

Don't stop now, old buddy," he said, 
puffing and heaving from the climb. 
“Just a little further to the top—let's 
not get distracted. When were there, 
we can sit, and meditate. But not here. 
Not yet.” 

“Lead on," I said 

There was a clearing at the top, and 
we found a place to sit ina bed of damp 
but drying mesembryanthemum—stiff 
and fleshlike to the touch—with only a 
couple of eucalyptus trees between us 
and the rising sun. 

Or rather, the emergence of a giant 
red star from beyond the edge of the 
earth's diurnal turning. 

“That's our sun," said Walt. He had 
taken a Mexican blanket out of his 
pack and wrapped himself up in it. It 
made a kind of pyramid shape around 
him as he assumed the full-lotus posi- 
tion for his meditation. He hadn't yet 
closed his eyes, but his thumbs and 
forefingers were touching, his hands 
resting on his knees, and he was 
gazing fixedly into space. His hair 
seemed to have grown much longer 
overnight. 

“I'm not sure I know what to do,” 

I said, feeling content to watch the 
ants run around on the ground, the 
sun having risen, but not wanting to 
get too disconnected from my guide. 

He slowly turned his eyes on me. 
“Just sit,” he said. "That's what any 
Zen master would probably tell you. 
Just sit—and be, with your thoughts. 
Let them all go, and keep sitting. Let 
them all go, until there's nothing— 
and everything.” 

"Tl try," said. 

“Try OM'ing with me. That might 
help.” 

“Try what?” 

"OM'ing. You know. OM. 
Pronounce it like A-U-M. It's a 
Buddhist chant. They have this idea 
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TOBACCO 


/ continued from page 67 

Wharf is—well—fishy. This writer is happy to report that 
tobacco smokers are fighting back. They have formed a 
committee of Citizens Against Government Intrusion; that 
is the issue. 


‘This reminds me of a story. About a year ago I was giving 
a poetry reading in Baltimore, and while waiting to be 
introduced I sat down in the audience and started smoking, 
a cigarette. The man next to me said: 

“T have asthma." 

A hypochondriac, I thought, and murmured, “Oh, yeah?!" 

“I had a bad attack this morning,” he continued. 

By now I believed I had sat down next to a sentimental 
drunk who next would tell me his wife left him and they 
just repossessed his car, ending in a pitch for drink money 
and/or a ride home. "I'm sorry to hear that,’ I replied, 
trying to sound sincere. 

“What I mean is—stop smoking that cigarette!” he 
snapped. 

“If it bothers you, why don't you move to another seat?" 
I suggested, pointing. “There are a few empty ones across 
the aisle.” Just as I finished, he grabbed my wrist with one 
hand, took the cigarette with the other and smashed it on 
the floor, contorting his face into an ugly grimace. 

‘The poor thing: a soul-sick, violent lunatic. Later I was 
reading my poem “Crippled Warlords.” When I got to the 
part where I reveal that John Kennedy and Pope John 
XXIII got America into Vietnam to protect their partner- 
ship in the heroin trade, this same man jumped up and 
started screaming at me. He was about to storm the plat- 
form and had to be physically restrained. 


Then there are the new witch-hunters. American efficiency 
consultant William L. Weiss argues in “Can You Afford to 
Hire Smokers?" (Personnel Administrator, May 1981) that 
“staring"—I repeat, "staring'"—among tobacco smokers is 
a major factor in on-the-job time loss. These materialists 
against contemplation will just never understand. Lord 
Byron wrote: “Sublime tobacco! which from east to west/ 
Cheers the tar’'s labour or the Turkman’s rest." Smokers 
meditate in blue smoke, a hidden source of joy in pro- 
grammed societies; the greatest poverty is not to live 

in the physical world. 


Who tells us that tobacco smoking may be dangerous to 
our health? Government doctors. Other doctors, from the 
same governments, tell us not to worry about nuclear radi- 
ation. What's a poor boy to believe? There's more nonsense 
heard at scientific conventions than at all the parliaments 
in the world. And if the government is receiving money in 
taxes from the sale of something they claim is detrimental 
to the public good—then isn't that immoral earnings? 

It makes my head reel. I think I'll light one up. Let's 
give the last word to Oscar Wilde, he wouldn't have it 
any other way: “A cigarette is the perfect type of a perfect 
pleasure. It is exquisite, and it leaves one unsatisfied. 
What more can one want?" [] 


William Levy is our European Correspondent. He is the 
author of Natural Jewboy, and editor of Certain Radio 
Speeches of Ezra Pound. Die Kunst des Flirtens, a book of 
poems, and Oh Amsterdam: Ein Reisefiihrer have just been 
published in Germany. 
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that it's the basic sound of the uni- 
verse that you hear when you break 
on through to the other side. And they 
say that chanting it is a good way to 
achieve a breakthrough. If you OM 
real hard and long, bringing up all the 
prana energy from deep inside your 
abdomen, and up and out the top of 
your head, you'll get incredibly 
‘stoned—maybe even beyond yourself. 
‘Want to try it? Just do it with me." 

"Okay," I said, crossing my legs and 
closing my eyes, "but I am incredibly 
stoned.” On the backs of my eyelids 
white light was endlessly exploding. 
Throbbing, globular purple orbs were 
slowly descending. With my eyes 
open, I was gazing at the trees and 
shrubs and flowers growing there on 
the top of Strawberry Hill—all turned 
to variations on sugarplums and sweet- 
meats by the sheer sensuality of my 
acid vision—and saw everything illu- 
mined by the light of the risen sun 
as though it were the first morning 
of creation. 

1 OM@d with Walt for a while, but 
dropped off eventually and let him 
continue on. My attention had been 
caught again by the bird-song in the 
air, the sound of rabbits and squirrels 
rustling in the brush...and the distant 
blare of horns and sirens and squeal- 
ing tires from the surrounding city. 

I was Adam in Paradise—but a 
paradise preserved, exploited and 
severely delimited by the fossil-fuel 
world, the despoiling but irresistible 
and absolute master that had long ago 
assumed control of the planet. Was it 
not in complete command? Just listen 
to its perpetual sound. .. not merely 
the isolated squeals and roars from the 
nearby traffic, but the all-pervading, 
never-ceasing, mighty drone of the 
city and its vast assemblage of engines. 
That had become the heartbeat of 
human culture—post-Neolithic. 

‘There was the real, pristine, 
organically evolved world—heart- 
breaking in its fragile purity and 
beauty. And there was the fossil-fuel 
world, with its bastard spawn, atomic 
power—the world of black and gray 
radioactive sludge, which was sur- 
rounding, covering and engulfing the 
natural world at an ever more rapid 
rate; poisoning the land and densensi- 
tizing its inhabitants with surfeit and 
speed. We had evolved out of one; we 
were responsible for the other. That 
didn't say very much for us. 

‘The sun was warm on my face, and 
the sharp smell of eucalyptus was in 
the blue morning air. A breeze brought 
the fragrance of sweet alyssum. 


“I could sit here forever, or I could 
go anytime," I said, looking over 
at Walt. 

He exhaled an explosive sigh and 
opened his eyes. He said, in a peculiar, 
distant voice, "It doesn't really matter 
now, anyway, where we go or what 
we do." 

“Yes, it does,” I said, without think- 
ing, but knowing anyway that I was 
right. Everything mattered. John Donne 
knew that. The Buddha knew that. 
Why didn't Walt know that? 

I wondered where his head could 
have gone. 

He just smiled at me with a very 
knowing but benign smile and pulled 
his blanket closer around him. We got 
to our feet to go back down the hill. 

“This is a very important time for 
us, Gene,” he said. “Were going to be 
coming down now—gradually coming 
down. We'll soon be entering the 
imprint stage. But we should be 
extremely careful what we imprint 
on, and do what we can to come 
down the right way—as gently and 
mindfully as possible. 

“How's that?” I asked. 

“Hot water," he said. “Healing 
hot water.” 

“Where?” 

"The Swedenborg Sauna." He 
glanced at his watch. "I've already 
made an appointment for us, and it 
should be about time. Barb is going to 
meet us there. You won't mind that, 
Thope." 

“Not at all," I said, his short, 
vivacious girlfriend springing up in 
my mind. “I like Barb. But I've never 
been to a sauna. I have no 
whether I'll get into it or not! 

“You'll get into it," he said. 

‘As we made our way back down 
the steep side of Strawberry Hill— 
leaving behind the hanging gardens 
of paradise—I remembered Meryl, as 
though she'd been locked in a back 
room of my mind, where I wouldn't 
have to confront her until I was ready. 

“I should be getting back home," 
Isaid. "I still need to talk to Meryl 
She'll be getting up soon.’ 

“Just another hour,” said Walt. "Give 
it another hour. Believe me, Gene, it'll 
make all the difference in the world.” 

“All right” 0 


‘Copyright 1984 by William Meyers 


NEXT MONTH: 
Part III 


(Conclusion) 


a 


Enough people were arrested 
for marijuana last year to empty 
the whole city of Atlanta, Ga. 
Don’t you think it’s time we 
stopped 
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